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i you really knew about ‘Princess Par 


FILM STARS USE PRINCESS PAT POWDER 
BECAUSE IT CLINGS LONGER 


N THE FIRST PLACE, Princess Pat is 
the on/y face powder that contains 
Almond. Your accustomed powders 

likely have a base of starch. This 
change of base in Princess Pat makes a 
completely different powder. Almond 
makes a more c/ingeng powder than can 
possibly be obtained with starch as a 
base. So point one in favor of Princess 
Pat is that it stays on longer. Every 
woman will appreciate this advantage. 

Almond makes Princess Pat a softer 
powder than can be produced with anv 
other base. The softer a powder, the 
better its application. 

So point two in favor of Princess Pat 
isthatitcan be applicd more smoothly, 
assuring the peculiarly soft, velvety 
tone and texture which definitely e¢s- 
tablishes Princess Pat as the choice of 
ultra fashionable women everywhere. 

A deciding factor in choosing pow- 
der is perfume. Will you like Princess 
Pat—an original fragrance? Yes. For 
it steals upon the senses subtly, clu- 
sively. Its appeal is to delicacy, to the 
appreciation every woman has of finer 
things. It is sheer beauty, haunting 
wistfulness expressed in perfume. 


Stars. 


So point three in favor of Princess Pat 
is perfume of such universal charm that 
every Woman is enraptured. 

Even bevond all these advantages, 
Princess Pat possesses a special virtue 
which should make every woman 
choose Princess Pat as her only powder. 


For Princess Pat powder is good for 
the skin. Not merely harmless, mind 
vou, but beneficial! And once again 
the Almond in Princess Pat is to be 
credited—the Almond found in xo 
other face powder. 

You know how confidently you de- 
pend upon Almond in lotions and 
creams, how it soothes and beautifies, 
keeping the skin soft, pliant and natu- 
rally lovely. 

Almond in Princess Pat face powder 
has the se/fsame properties. Fancy that! 
Instead cf drying out your skin when 
you powder, you actually improve it. 
Constant use of Princess Pat powder is 
one of the very best ways to correct 
and prevent coarse pores, blackheads 
and roughened skin texture. 


Princess Pat has been called “‘the powder vour 
skin loves to feel."’ It is a most apt description; 


PRINCESS PAT LTD., CHICAGO, U. S. A. 


Princess Pat Ice Astringent is the one vanishing cream that acts like ice to close and refine the pores. Ideal as the powder 


bese—effective longer—cool, pleasant refreshing asice. Prevents and corrects coarse pores. Always use before powder. 


]| powder youd 


A scene from Universal's new picture “Out All Night” 
featuring Marion Nixon and Reginald Denny, famous 


Miss Nexon is another beauty who endorses 


Princess Pat preparations. 


for the soft, velvety texture of Princess Pat és de 
lightful—and ferent. 

And now, if vou have read carefully, learned 
the unusual advantages of Princess Pat you will 
surely want to trv it. 

Your favorite toilette goods counter can suppl 
Princess Pat Almond Base Powder—in two 
weights. These are regular weight, in the oblong 
box, and a splendidly adherent light weight 
powder in round box. Both weights are made 
with the famous Almond Buse. 


Get This Week-End Set- 


The very popular Prin Pat Week End Se 
is ¢ ed for a limited time for this 
md), ne mer. 
faim a monih’s Almon 
Powder and SIX other Princess Pat preparati¢ 
decorated boudoir 


Packed in a beautifully 


2, Chicago 
for which send me the 
Princess Pat Week End Set. 


Enclosed find 25« 


Naste 
Sereet....... 


City and State 


| | 
| surely i 
| | 
i | 
| 
| | fi 
| | 2 19 \ R 
| | \ 
| | av, e_/ shh 
| 
| | SS d 
= 
effe 
hav 
Hy; 
fror 
plet 
hea: 
wel 
mos 
0 
isa 
ina 
ard 
ever 
Sam 
= of w 
=e for t 
| 
| ES The 


at is de 


learned 
-ou will 
n suppl 
in 
2 oblong 
weight 
re made 


Chicas0 


eminine daintiness has 
the last five yeats 


Read for yourself 
‘CThe Newer Knowledge 
of Feminine Hygiene’ 

and give your daughter 


HE woman of today prides herself 

on her daintiness. She not only 
desires loveliness; she is constantly 
seeking new ways to obtain it. And in 
her progress she has been quick to rec- 
ognize the advance of personal hygiene 
to its present degree of safety and 
effectiveness. Thousands of requests 
have been received for the booklet, 
“The Newer Knowledge of Feminine 
Hygiene’’. The steady stream of letters 
from all over the country is proof com- 
plete that women will no longer permit 
hearsay and the misguiding advice of 
well-meaning friends to govern this 
most intimate matter. 


Old views, old methods are 
giving way 

Such widespread desire for the truth 
is a wholesome sign. It indicates that 
in a not far distant day the new stand- 
ard of safe hygiene will be known to 
every woman in the land. But at the 
present time there is still a vast number 
of women who do not know the facts 
—women who in their earnest desire 
for the fullest possible protection, run 
gtave risks of injury. 


The chief menace lies in the employ- 
ment of dangerous poisonous anti- 
septics such as bichloride of mercury, 
carbolic acid and their numerous com- 
pounds. Each one is deadly in its effect 


In bottles: 


upon the body. For example, many 
cases of mercurial poisoning have been 
directly traced to the employment of 
bichloride of mercury in feminine 
hygiene practice. Carbolic acid is an 
even greater risk. Its continued use 
tends to harden the membranes and ul- 
timately to form areas of scar-tissue. 
What finer service can a woman per- 
form than to tell these truths to others 
who need such counsel? 


Zonite hygiene means safe 
personal hygiene 


And now, fortunately, there does exist 
an antiseptic which compares favor- 
ably in power with the old poisons 
and yet is actually non-poisonous. 
This new antiseptic is called Zonire, 
and you will find it at your local drug- 
store in its attractive light and dark 
green package. 


There is no skull-and-crossbones on 
the Zonite bottle. Its use in the home 
has the approval of the medical pro- 
fession. Your physician and your drug- 
gist recommend it without a fear or a 
caution. Why? Because Zonite is safe. 

With all its germicidal power—its 


30¢, 60c, $1 


ability to kill germs thoroughly and 
speedily, it is absolutely non-poison- 
ous and harmless to body tissues. 


You will want to read 
this free booklet 


The full story of the discovery of 
Zonite and of its amazing revolution 
of feminine hygiene practice is told in 
the dainty, free booklet, ‘‘The Newer 
Knowledge of Feminine Hygiene’’. It 
is a frank and authoritative statement 
of the truth concerning this vital 
matter. Every woman should have a 
copy. Especially mothers who want 
their daughters to be properly in- 
formed. 


Sign and send us the coupon today. 
Zonite Products Corporation, 250 Park 
Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


| ZONITE PRODUCTS CORPORATION 
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. S-2 
Please send me free copy of the Zonite booklet 
or booklets checked below. 

_) The Newer Knowledge of Feminine Hygiene 


C) Use of Antiseptics in the Home 
(Please print name) 


y State 
(In Canada: 165 Dufferin Street, Toronto) 
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Stories from Life 


The Best True-Life Serials 


Uneasy Love . . . The Secret Island ..... 
Can a Poor Girl Crash the Gates of High Society? Did the Savage Think He'd Seen a Goddess? 


Crucible of Youth . Robert S. Carr's Revelations of High School Life Today . 66 


The Best True-Life Stories 


The Love Pirate. . . . 26 Misconduct . .....+ 
Is it Safe to Win a Man for Another Girl. ? Does an Engaged Girl Become Her Man’s Property? 


Mama! How Could You?. . . . 32 A Cure for Love. . . - + @ 
The Intimate Letters of « a Love-Sick Girl He Thought He Was Only Sick, Until — 


Whose Queen? . . « The Tyranny of Tears . . . . .72 
The Ordeal of a Secret Servie ice Mee Are the Old Ways Best in Managing Men? 


Rich Man? Poor Man? . Cana Girl Be Sure Who’s Good or Bad? . 82 


The Best True-Life Features 


The Folly of Trial Marriages. . . 24 What Prison Did to Earl Carroll . 49 
By Booth Tarkington (As Told to Dorothy Holm) 0. O. MeIntyre’s Best True Story This Month 
a Should We Hush Our Scandals?. . 54 
By Elinor Glyn By the Earl of Birkenhead 

No Wedding Bells for Me Is the Double Standard Unfair? . 60 
By May Cerf By Dr. Louis E. Bisch 

Daughters of Jazz Must a Girl Hide Her Love. . . . 14 
By Paul Whiteman By Martha Madison 


CAND —— A TRUE STORY IN 71 WORDS dy Frederic Arnold Kummer, 
page 44; THE VALUE OF A DAy by Rev. H. S. McClelland, page 76; THIS FUNNY 
WORLD, page 12; A GALLERY OF BEAUTY, pages 45-48; FUN FROM THE FILMS, pages 
77-80; PRIZE CONTEST WINNERS, page 142; COVER DESIGN painted by Henry Clive. 


EXT MONTH Smart Set will begin the U N F O R B I D D E N 


publication of one of the most significant 


human documents of our time, an honest, F R { I T By Warner Fabian 
0 wrote 


revealing picture of girls’ college life. 


The contents of this magazine are covered ty sy and may not be republished wi ithout permission. Published mo +4 by the Magus M agazine Corporation, at 119 
West 49th Street, New York, N S.A E. BERLIN, President and Treasurer ; BRENNAN, Vice-President; RK. T. MONACHAN, Secretary. Copyright 1928, 
Magus m, 25 nts a ec subscription p es and possessions, $3.00 a year; C “$3 50; Fore ign, $1. 00 ALL subscriptions are 

payable in advance We cannot be egin | subscriptions with back numbers ‘nless otherwise " iret te d we begin all subscriptions “with the ~urrent issue. When — - 
your renewal please give us four weeks’ notice. When changing an addre 88, give the old a lres 
Entered as second-class matter, March 2%, 1900, at the Post ‘Office, New York, under the act ¢ f March 3, 


as well as the new and allow five we eke for the first copy to reach 
1879. Additional entry ‘at the Post Office, Chicago, tilino. 
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Training 
PREPARING 
you to fill a fine 
Drafting job at 
a substantial 
raise in pay... 
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pay you a 


ADrafting Job GUARANTEED 


pying 50% more than you earn today 

—or not a penny of cost! 
Now, at a cost you can afford, on terms of only 
% per month, you can actually BUY a fine 
Dafting position and a substantial increase in 
ny. A million-dollar institution guarantees 
tth—the training, then the employment. 
Under money-back penalty. 

This agreement brings you your SECOND 
OUNCE To repair a neglected education, to 
wecialize, to change to a line where you can get 
iad more rapidly. Read it, and investigate it$ 


The American School 


Qurtered 30 years as an EDUCATIONAL in- 
titution and like the best resident schools and 
tlleges, conducted NOT FOR PROFIT. We 
fer complete, thorough up-to-date instruc- 
ton, built by 200 leading Educators, Engi- 
‘ neers and Execu- 
tives. A unique in- 
struction, built to 
meet the specifica- 
tions of well-paid 
jobs as laid down 
gam, by employers them- 
selves, yet simplified for 
ready understanding by 
men with only common 
schooling. 

And we are the first in the 
home study field to recog- 
. ize the need of giving a COM- 

PLETE SERVICE to ambitious men 
—training, plus employment. Which 
takes you as you are, supplies the 
quip you lack, and lands you 
in the better job you seek. Without 
risk to youl 


0.C. MILLER 
Extension Work 


Men who can read blue-prints and draw plans are ‘‘sitting Pp 
these days. No wonder, when you consider that every machine, every bui 


capable of designing and calculating original plans. 


$50 to $125 a week paid to Expert Draftsmen 


Get this ——— Drafting isn’t just one line of work—it reaches out 
into the Electrical, Manufacturing, Building Construction, Automotive 
and Structural industries. That is why you'll find well-paid Drafting 
positions advertised in all industrial centers of the U. S. 70,000 vacancies 
reported in the past 12 months. And that is why I advise men to go into 
Drafting, particularly if handicapped by lack of high-school or college 
education. Today you are in competition with high-school and college 
graduates for the better-paid jobs. You must have specialized training to win. 


The Entering Wedge to Success 

in all Building and Manufacturing Lines 
I recommend Drafting, too, because it can be QUICKLY learned at home, in spare time—with- 
out quitting your job, without losing a day's time or a dollar in pay. Because you're sure there 
will be a good position waiting when you are ready for it. And because the work is so fascinat- 
ing and offers erteanentions chances for advancement. For the Draftsman is in close con- 
tact with important work and BIG MEN, and he is right in line for promotion to Superintendent 
and other executive positions, 


\ Drafting Lessons 
Actually FREE! 


to prove you can learn at 
home, in your spare time! 


You will never have a more seri- 
Ous personal problem than decid- 
ing your future life-work—so we 
merely urge you to LOOK INTO 
Drafting. See how you like it, see if you learn as 
readily as most men do, get the facts about the op- 
portunities, the salaries paid, the jobs open, the 
chances for promotion. 
This is why, on receipt 
of your name, we will 
send you the first three 
lessons of our Drafting 
course without cost or 
obligation. 


Dept. D252 Drexel Ave. & 58th St., 
Chicago, Ilinois 


1. Three Drafting Lessons. 


Name. 


ding, all 
industrial activities start on the Drafting table! Intensive production, record-break- 
ing construction operations, have created a great demand for expert Draftsmen 
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O. C. MILLER, Director Extension Work, 
THE AMERICAN SCHOOL, 


Please send without cost or obligation: 


2. Facts about the opportunities in Drafting. 
3. Your Guarantee to train and place me under money-back penalty. 


Dept. D-251 Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago, Il. 
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“Thar’s GOLD in Them Hills” 


INDING nuggets in a gold field is not altogether a matter of luck. It is a matter of knowing where 

to look—and then looking! Haven't you, for instance, ever read a story and then wondered when 

you finished it what it was all about? Perhaps you missed the nugget of humor, or truth, or romance! 
Perhaps it wasn’t there! But that is never the case when you read SMART SET, for every story and every 
atticle is full of nuggets just waiting for you to come along and find them. You don’t have to look very 
hard either! Here are some leads for nuggets that will reward you in March SMART SET. 


Waar do girls go to college 
for? Are they in search of 
the good old-fashioned nuggets 
of learning—readin’ and ’ritin’ 
and 'rithmetic? Or are they after 
something much more dazzling 
but less substantial? Is the typ- 
ical college girl high-hat? Is 
she moral? Does she really 
think? Is there such a thing as 
a typical college girl anyway ? 
When you find the answers to 
these questions you will have 
discovered the biggest nugget 
SMART SET has had in many 
a day—that is 


“Unforbidden Fruit” 


By WARNER FABIAN, 


who wrote “Flaming Youth” 


It will begin in March SMART SET. 


HAT are the ideal conditions for nugget hunting? A 
rich gold field and no restrictions! Under what condi- 
tions can the individual get the most out of life? Under 
the old “don’t do this and can’t do that” restrictions of 
Puritan days? Or under the present “get all the fun you can” 
code? If you're looking for the real gold of happiness see 


March SMART SET 


in which May Cerf records Fannie Hurst’s 
characteristic and illuminating answer to 


“Shall We Go Back to Puritanism?” 


I YOUR wife had persuaded you to quit your job and travel 
miles and miles with her to claim an estate which she 
expected, figuratively speaking, to bea gold mine, wouldn't 
you have a good laugh at her expense when it turned out 
to be —well, read the story for some most unexpected 
nuggets. We promise you more than one good laugh when 
you find all the nuggets of humor scattered through 


“Oh, What a Legacy!” 


in March SMART SET. 


The gold rush towards all the newsstands will start February first. 
Don’t fail to stake your claim to a copy of March SMART SET. 


What sort of nuggets is this girl diving for? 
See “THE ENCHANTED KISS” 


got 5 
ofa 1 
F. A. 
on & 
Repor' 
Do YOU know what happens 36. 
to most people who start in 
nugget hunting? They get gold on a g 
fever! They're not satisfied with 
a little bit —nor even with a lot. inson. 
They want all there is. So they 
| gamble. They take a chance on 
| All or nothing.” That's why 43 I 
falling in love is like gold-hunt- ‘We | 
Ford g 
ing. You want all the love one oe 
person has—or nothing. That's 
| why one woman who fell in got 
was willing to gamble— de 
to take a chance on losing the 
most priceless nugget in the 
world, or keeping it all for her- C 
self. Did she win or lose? Read: A 
“The Man 
in the Next Room” §°*= 
in March SMART SET. 
be YOU think you understand men? Do you really un- 40 M 
derstand even one man? Do you know how to amuse l mad 
a man? How to make him comfortable? When to leave - 0 
him to his own devices? If you're in love with a man tape 
pico, M 
do you know the best way to find out before marriage what 
kind of a husband he’ll make? Gold is furnished by 
Inte: 
HELEN ROWLAND, famous for her 
“Meditations of a Wife” and the “Sayings of Mrs. Solomon” Ras; 
in her SMART SET article. eamend 
” national 
“Why Men Are No Mystery to Me ering 
S al 
oil.” 
AVE you ever seen the day when a square meal would 
be worth its weight in gold to you? If you have you ca Sar 
imagine how much it was worth to a bunch of doughboys LL. G. 
who followed a beautiful “mamselle” into an expensive Pat dent J. 
isian restaurant and ordered the best dinner in the place . a 
knowing full well that they were broke and couldn't pay the J’ A 
for it. Read how they developed a Midas touch with many hay 
” onials 
“Ham and Eggs a la Love a 
in March SMART SET. ‘Signed 
Subscribe: 
fore me 
vember, | 
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60 Miles on a Gallon 


0. B. Zeigler reports 60 miles 
on a gallon—as he ran 15 miles 
on one quart. J. T. Jackson 

t 57 miles on a gallon out 
of a 1914 model Ford. 


STUDEBAKER 
Saves 50 


fF. A. Cole writes he put one 
on a Studebaker Special Six. 
Reports a saving of 50% in 
gasoline. 


BUICK 
36 Miles on 114 Gallons 
“| was getting 8 to 10 miles 
magallon. Yesterday | made 
3 trip of 36 miles and used 
oly 144 gallons.” —L. L: Rob- 
inson. 


{Miles on a Gallon With This Amazing Device 


‘We have tried them out. 

Ford got 40 miles on a gallon é 
and a Chevrolet 43 miles.’’-— 

F. S. Carrol. _ Rex Dean, an- 

other Chevrolet owner, reports 


he got 25 miles a gallon. Took 

the device off and mileage e 
dropped to 19. Put it back 

and mileage moved up to 25. 


1. ery ered No wonder over two million car owners have installed the 
are ; ; Stransky Vaporizer. Here’s a remarkable instance of gas- 
saving (one of many) reported by J. R. Wood of St. Louis. 
mobile from 17 miles a gallon Before installing it, he got only 17 miles on a gallon. Ona 
to 30 miles a gallon by actual 3,000 mile test after installing it, he got 30 miles on a gallon. 
count on 3,000 miles. Thus he saved 77 gallons of gas which, at 17 miles a gallon, 
gave him 1,300 miles without buying gasoline! Read the 

DODGE inventor’s daring no-risk offer to you. 


40 Miles on a Gallon 


‘| made over 40 miles per $75 to $200 IN A WEEK 


millon on my Dodge between 
Brownsville, ‘Texas, and Tam- 
pico, Mexico.”’—T. L. Brown. 


gg megs if ever, has such a money-mak- Official tests show that most car owners 
\J ing opportunity been offered distrib- waste 20 to 30% of their gas by improper 
utors—experienced or otherwise—full time combustion. Thousands of car owners say 
or spare time. Think how fast the money that this amazing device has saved them as 


International Truck rolls in when Foster could make $137.50 in a much as 50%; that it picks up power more 
S 41°, week—Fuller $104.50 in five days—Cronk $51 quickly. ENDS spark plug and carbon troubles, 
aves 0 in an hour! and works in all weathers or roads. And so 
‘I find it better than vou rec- If your present job doesn’t pay you $75 to convinced is the inventor that it will prove its 
ommend it On the Inter- $200 in a week, think fast! Full page newspaper story that he makes the following no-risk 
: nr. ads are being used all over America. Over a offer. 
omg lruck _we use, we are million car owners have installed it already on 
‘aving by positive test 41°; all makes of cars, trucks and tractors, even on 
in gas and pies engine uses less airplane. Thousands of car owners have or- Mail Coupon Below 
dered direct from the factory because they 4 
ail, —George Bell. couldn't find a distributor. Jump in quick and Over one million car owners have installed 
. ' the Stransky Vaporizer at the inventor's 
eet your share of the cream! risk.. This coupon will bring you full details 
a a paren of our plan to let you test this device on your 
Sworn Affidavit How It Works Dakota is the = 
. ventor of this also le: plan the 
L. Stransky, Vice-Presi- The Stransky Vaporizer invented | amazing device helped $75 to 
ent J. <A. Stransky Mfe. by J. A. Stransky, former candidate for | Row installed by 200 in a week, full or spare 
Company lest first july Governor of South Dakota. It is based on ae time. Your request will not 
Ing a newly discovered scientific engineering obligate you. Rush the coupon 
Worn, depose and say that principle that has stood thousands of tests today. 


the J, A. Stransky Mfg. Com- by car owners, dealers, garage mechanics and other 
any authorities. It has no delicate parts to get out of 
=f have in their files thou order. There is nothing complicated about it. You 4 (LAL) Yj DF 
nds of unsolicited testi- can attach it to your engine in about three minutes, 4 », ) 
Monials from satisfied users and it needs no further attention. 


all 
over the world. I J. A. STRANSKY MFG. CO., 


(Signed) L. G. STRANSKY, The STRANSKY B-1150, Stransky Block, Pukwana, S. D. 


Vice-President. 
Subscribed and sworn to be- VAPORIZER 
= me this 29th day of No- Saves Gasoline 
smber, 14926. 
— J. A. Stransky Manufacturing Co. 
ERNEST HENEGA R, Resources $500,000.00 
Notary Public. B-1150, STRANSKY BLOCK, PUKWANA, S. D. 
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Yes, send me without obligation full details of your 
no-risk test offer. Also tell me about your distribu- 
tor’s money-making plan. 


Name 


Address 
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", you love courage 


Mak M hae love adventure 
love horses 


HERE are only a limited number of people who have natural 

artistic ability. If you like to draw—an almost sure indication 
of talent—don’t fail to make the most of it. Lift yourself above the 
ordinary routine jobs—train your ability and become a Commercial 
Artist. 


Good designs and illustrations are a necessity to modern business and 

advertising. Big prices are paid to artists who have properly trained 

themselves. Many Federal Students are earning $3,500, $4,000, 

$5,000 and $6,000 yearly—some even more. The Federal Course is 

practical from A to Z, and gives you personal criticisms on your you love the deeds 


lessons. 
acne of strong men 


Federal Students Make Good Incomes 


These are typical letters from many hundreds in our files: 


o story short my earnings are now at the rate 
Never Less than $70 done on the 
Mr. M. 0. H. wrote us: “The Federal methods This Girl Is Independent 


have certainly taken a high place in my estimation. Florinda E. Kiester writes us: 
The Course has been very interesting as well as “Resides the good training I have re- 


and brave women 


sun-baked ranch, 
the high seas, 
1 am now doing nothing but comme rcial art and be proud to be able to say I am a gradu- 


$10 000 a Year in His Own Studio A ae from Mr. Lloyd Shirley: 


feel as though my old days of 
Read what 7 Edw us MeTeer says drudgery were a bad dream Now I am | 
I 


understandable. I completed six of the twelve les- ceived from the course when I took it, 
sons speedily, but was soon crowded with work which you people have always given me such 
has paid for the Course time and time again wonderful help in my work that I shall 


wa ot very talented when I entered this earning $3,800 a year and I have just 
training with you people as you certainly know, started. This commercial drawing is work I love 
and I had not even had high school training and I to do. It it had not been for the opportunity of 


ve tor the work can accom- studying art in my spare time and the kindly inter- l Vv arklin humor. 

n if they will just let you est of the Federal faculty, I would never have gotten you o e Sp 8 ' 
eval Schools, help them. out of the rut I was in. The practical, thorough, 


I suppo e you remember I opened my own inde- short course I took with the Federal School made i 
pendent commercial art studio and to make a long ib pathos, and happy endings 


my success possible. 


How to Test Your Artistic Ability you will love 
Here is an interesting, easy way to learn if your talent is worth develop- 
ing. Send for our Art Ability Questionnaire, prepared by successful artists - 
to test your natural sense of design, proportion, color, perspective, etc. =< 
You can do this without obligation, and you will be frankly told AS THEY ALSO SE 
what your score is. We will also send you 
our book, “YOUR FUTURE,” showing work > 
by Federal Students and describing the Course by 
in detail. 
Investigate! Send the coupon now for of (pmmercial PETER B KYNE 
your questionnaire. Please state Designing 
age and occupation. test Federal Schools Bids., 


ait Minneapolis, Minn. | Price $2 00 


Please your Art Ability Questionnaire, and | 


book, “YOUR FUT | Wherever Books Are Sold 


(Write your address plainly in margin) Cosmopolitan Book Corporation 
ry’ 7 New York 
The School Famous Jor Successyitl Students) | 
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SIMMONS Americ 


One section slides out simply and easily on rollers. 

Then unfold the mattress, and it makes a bed 45 inches wide by 4 wt 

75 inches long. To close, just fold the mattress and slide in one section under me a || = 
the other. A child can do it. The flounced valance of the cretonne covered mat- 


Approval 


tress hides all the framework, as you see. 


MORE THAN A DAVENPORT 
MORE THAN A BED 


Takes the place of a regular daven- 
port at one-fifth the cost. In many ways far 
superior, Lots more comfortable. More cheerful 
looking. More substantial. Stands hard usage better. 
Fits in with any furnishings. Groups well with other 
furniture. A wonderful piece around which to build a 
real American living room. 


All day long, it is one of the really 
attractive, home-like, pretty spots of any room. 
All day long, it is an ornamental and useful piece of 
furniture, When night comes, it is a real —not a 
make-believe one. Opened up in a jiffy, it is a full 
size, comfortable, honest-to-goodness 

When company comes, it provides plenty of 
sitting room for everybody. When visitors stay over- 
night, it means a real extra 

All the family gets use out of it. Everybody 
piles in it. The little ones curl up in it. The grown- 
ups stretch out in it. Mother snatches forty winks in 

een tasks. Dad catnaps in it after supper. 


LOVELIEST CRETONNE 
FULL RUFFLED FLOUNCE 


The cretonne covering is unusually heavy. 
Costs fully one-half more than generally used. 

The background is a rich velvety black. It 
is profusely covered with flowers and foliage in 
natural effects. It includes a variety of shades of 
green, yellow, red and lavenders, 

Spring is genuine Simmons double link 
twisted wire fabric. Supported at each end with small 
coilsprings! Edges have steel bands for reinforcing. 

head and foot ends are of steel, finished in 
@ walnut brown enamel. The main post is round 
tubing, 11-16 ins. indiameter. The filling rods are of 
‘in. round tubing. The bottom cross rod is 5¢-in, 
Toundtubing. Wide solid steel panel in the head end 
foot end, 614 ins, in width, running the full length 
and richly decorated with floral design to match the 
Pattern in the cretonne. 
When closed, the Davenbed is 24 inches wide and 
inches long over all. It is 75% inches long between 
ends. The ends are 30 ins. high from the floor. 


PIN A DOLLAR TO THE COUPON 


The name SIMMONS on beds, mattresses and springs, counts 


for as much as STERLING on silverware. It is the mark and stamp 
of quality. SIMMONS products are standard. To buy from SIMMONS is to purchase 
life-long satisfaction. Service that outlasts all memory of price. 


This Davenbed is genuine SIMMONS— 
all the way through. The picture shows its beauty. 
SIMMONS guarantee its quality. And quality goes 
further than beauty, design and finish. 

The further you search and seek for supe- 
rior points, the more you will appreciate the dif- 
ference between a SIMMONS Davenbed and 
the ordinary Day-Bed. . 


SIMMONS 25 -LB. FELTED 
COTTON MATTRESS 


There is no Davenbed on the market sell- 
ing up to as much as $40.00, that has a mattress of 
layer felted cotton of equal quality and weight. — 
The pad that comes with this Davenbed is 
a genuine SIMMONS 25-lb. felted cotton mattress. 
Twenty-five poundsofthecleanest, whitest, fluffiest 
cotton. Layer upon layer to obtain its resulting 
cushiony springiness, its life-long restfulness. 

It’s the same way with the construction of 
the bed itself. It’s the same with the spring on 
which the splendid mattress rests. It is all built, in 
every part, as tight as a drum. Built for sleep, like 
all SIMMONS products. Noise is eliminated. No 
squeaks, no rattle, no pulling spart, no sagging of 
the springs. The parts are fitted like a watch. 

It is doubtful if any imitation of this 
Davenbed could be produced to sell for as low a 


NO ORDERS FILLED IN CITIES OF 
100,000 POPULATION OR MORE 


May. Stern Co. 


1231 W. 35th St., Chicago, lil. 


price. Even then you would have only guess- 
work quality, by unknown makers. 
Paint and varnish can’t take the place 
of real construction and super-quality materials, 
Five, ten or fifteen dollars more would 
regularly be paid for this identically same bed. 
DOLLAR DOWN-$1.50 MONTHLY 
PIN A DOLLAR TO THE COUPON 

Seventeen Dollars and Sixty-Five Cents for 
all this beauty, comfort, life-long utility! Spread 
over nearly a year’s time! Sent on approval for a 
month's free use. Use it and enjoy it 30 days free. 
Davenbed and mattress are both securely 

cked and are shipped from stock at Chicago. 

hipping weight about 140 Ibs. 
No. R4B7415—Simmons Daven- $ 65 
bed, complete with 25-lb. Felted Cotton 1 T= 
JUST PIN A DOLLAR TO 

™"THE COUPON—THAT’SALL 


Spiegel, May, Stern Co. 
1231 W. 35th Street, Chicago, Ill. 

I enclose $1 for Genuine Simmons Davenbed, 
complete with 25-ib. Felted Cotton 

No. R4B87415—all on 30days’ free trial. If lreturn 
them, you are to refund my dollar, also all trans- 
portation costs. Otherwise I will pay $1.50 
monthly, until special price of $17. is paid. 


Name 


Street or R. F. D. 
or Box No. 


Post Office. 
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You Know Us? 


N Next Month’s Smart Set You Will Meet 
These Fascinating Girls in the Most Vivid 
Story of Girls’ College Life Ever Written. 


Sylvia Hartnett, who 

in spite of her Puritan 

ancestry likes to play 
with fire, 


Sara La Lond, brilliant 

student and all-round 

athlete who is the college 
mystery, 


Verity Clarke, who looks 

like a child but frequently 

acts like a remarkably 
intelligent grown-up, 


And their equally delightful and attractive pals. 


NCE you’ve walked across Sperry 

Campus with Sylvia, Sara and Verity 

to meet the rest of the bunch you'll be com: 

pletely under the spell of these “H. B.V.’s.” 

You'll have a permanent date with them 

for many consecutive months as they appear 
in Smart Set. 


If you’re a girl you'll cram for mid-years, 
share secrets, boy friends and wardrobes; 
go to junior proms, wrangle over the foolish- 
ness of rules; work a little, play a lot and 
have a thoroughly good time all the while. 


F you're a man you'll fall in love with one 
[2 the charming occupants of suite 20, 
Trumbull House, or perhaps with all three. 
We'll be surprised if you don’t for they are 
real, live, human, lovable, peppy, but still 
wholesome girls, as feminine as Eve although 
the apple of human knowledge may no 
longer be forbidden them. 


Nowhere, save in the sacred precincts of a 
girls’ college, could Warner Fabian have 
gathered from life the pictures he has drawn 
for Smart Set readers in his new novel, 
beginning in the March issue, and called 


“UNFORBIDDEN FRUIT” 
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21 JEWEL 


STUDEBAKER 


THE INSURED WATCH 


HINK of it! Just $1.00 down brings you the famous 21-Jewel 

Studebaker Watch direct from factory. Balance in easy monthly 

payments. Lowest prices ever named for equal quality. By 
buying direct you save 30% to 50%. Your choice of 80 magnificent, new Art 
Beauty cases and dials. Latest designs in Yellow Gold, Green Gold and White 
Gold effects. Exquisite thin models. 12 Size and 16 Size. Send coupon for 
Catalog of Advance Watch Styles and full particulars. 

The Studebaker Watch Company is directed by members of the famous 
Studebaker family—known throughout the world for three-quarters of acentury 
of honest dealing. Studebaker Watches have 21 Jewels,8 Adjustments—Insured 

for your lifetime! Insurance Policy FREE! Ladies’ Bracelet Watches, 
Men’s Strap Watches, Diamonds and Jewelry also sold at lowest prices 
and easy monthly payments. Send coupon for details. 


MAIL COUPON Let us send you a copy of our-beau- 


tiful new 6-color catalog. It con- 


for FREE BOOK! ‘2insvaluableinformationonwatch 


making. It tells how you can buy 

a 21-Jewel Studebaker Insured Watch direct from the maker— save 

big money and pay for it in easy monthly payments. Mail the coupon. 

Over 100,000 satisfied customers own Studebaker Watches—and 
ate) saved money by buying them direct. We ship anywhere. 


Special Offer! Watch Chain FREE! 


For a limited time we are offering a magnificent Watch Chain 
Free. To all who write immediately we will include particulars 
of this astounding offer. Time is limited. Send coupon NOW! 


STUDEBAKER WATCH COMPANY 
Watches - Diamonds + Jewelry 
Dept.H901 ~- South Bend, Indiana 
Canadian Address: Windsor, Ontario 


New Jewelry Catalog , Dept. H901, South Bend, Indiana 


a 
- re tails of your $1.00 down offer. and Diamonds. 
Our new Jewelry Catalog is just off ( 
the press. It presents an amazing 
selection of Diamonds and Jewelry. 
€ prices are very attractive 
and credit terms astoundingly low. 
ail coupon at once for a copy ‘ | 3 p 2 Street or R. F. D. 
of this new FREE Jewelry Catalog. 
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HEN Cinderella put on the slipper and the Prince sion of her soul . . . He hoped, by beginning early, to 
announced that he would marry her, she exhib- prevent those whimsical characteristics which made her 
ited unusual magnanimity, you remember—she mother so attractive in a casual meeting and so exasperating 0 yc 
forgave her heartless step-sisters on the spot and in the ex- in a permanent relation. Cinderella determined that the Aes 
altation of the moment invited them to take up their resi- © spark in the child should not be smothered. — “a 
dence with her at the royal palace. “‘She’ll never get on, your way,’’ protested the Prince. “world’’- 
. . . As it turned out, the elder sister was too angry to ac- “*What do you mean get on?” said his wife. pee 
and she w : “dislike a vulgar phrase,’’ said the Prince. ‘Unless of love? 
the Ci 4 ‘dh ner she is trained to it, we’ ll have difficulty in marrying her intoa conventis 
Re to give \inderella a great Geal Of advice, often in family of blood. Theyare few, and their standards are high. _-- 
the Prince’s presence, during the honeymoon. “Cer np hich as j d for her, Neither 
ereus W a as hign as 1s goo oO er. ‘ 
At the end of that episode she retired from the house- 7 . 


hold. Cinderell h ee d : too poor nor too powerful. Neither cinders nor ceremony. 
her. She meant, the Prince paid none. 


But during the next seventeen or eighteen years he thought iy ad et 
of her every now and then. He half suspected the melan- gave ue Ane Fri ate Life o cre f 
choly truth at last, though of course he refused to entertain | ‘T'roy,’’ begins his story of the later life 0 


it as a conviction, that she, not Cinderella, was the one he Cinderella and the Prince . .. in 
should have married . . . Cinderella had no love for cere- iz f- 


mony; Javotte doted on it. Cinderella was restive under 
the rules of—shall we say, decorum? AY AY nrernation Sow to 


© 


tral occasion for debate between them. The child really why me 
behaved well, betrayed no inordinate impulses, would _ 
have satisfied any parents whose thoughts were peaceful. 

She looked like Cinderella and acted like the Prince. So 


On Sale January 10th 


. . . Their daughter became a problem, or rather the cen- combined with 


each thought she needed rescue and contended for posses- February 
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The Most Darin ook 
Ever Written! 


Elinor Glyn, famous author of ‘“Three Weeks” has written an 
amazing book that should be read by every man and woman 


—married or single. 


‘*The Philosophy of Love’’ is not a novel 


—it is a penetrating searchlight fearlessly turned on the most 
intimate relations of men and women. Read below how you can 
get this thrilling book at our risk—without advancing a penny. 


ILL you marry the man ™& 
you love, or will you take 
the one you can get? 

If a husband stops loving his 
wife, or becomes infatuated with 
another woman, who is to blame 
—the husband, the wife, or the 
“other woman?” 

Will you win the girl you want, 
or will l'ate select your Mate? 

Should a bride tell her husband 
what happened at seventeen? 

Will you be able to hold the 
love of the one you cherish—or 
wil your marriage end in divorce? 

Do you know how to make people like you? 


I you can answer the above questions— 
if 


you know all there is to know about 
winning a woman’s heart or holding a 
man’s affections—you don’t need 
Philosophy of Love.’’ But if you are in 
doubt—if you don’t know just how to 
handle your husband, or satisfy your wife, 
or win the devotion of the one you care 
for—then you must get this wonderful 
book. You can't afford to take chances 
with your happiness. 


What Do YOU Know 
About Love? 


O you know how to win the one you 

love? Do you know why husbands, 
with devoted, virtuous wives, -often be- 
come secret slaves to creatures of another 
“world”’—and how to prevent it? Why do 
some men antagonize women, finding them- 
slves beating against a stone wall in affairs 
of love? When is it dangerous to disregard 
convention? Do you know how to curb a 


ELINOR GLYN 
“The Oracle of Love” 


What Every Man and 
Woman Should Know 


—how to ignite love— 
how to keep it flaming 

—how to rekindle it i 
burnt out. 

—how to cope with the 
“hunting instinct’ in 
men. 

—-how to attract people 
you like. 

—why some men and 
women are always loy- 
able, regardless of age. 

—how to make love keep 
you young. 

—must all men be either 
“dubs” or devils? 

—how to increase your 
in a man’s 


—how to win the man 
you love 
— ag win the girl you 


a to hold your hus- 
band’s love. 

—how to make 
admire you. 

—why men “step out” 
their wives 


people 


any 
end in despair 

—how to hold a woman's 
affection. 

—how to keep a husband 
home nights. 

—why most women don’t 
now how to make love. 

—things that turn men 
Sainst you. 

to make marriage 
tual honey- 


marriages 


—how to tell if someone 
really loves you. 

—things that make a 
woman “cheap” or 
“common.” 

—how to make people 
do the things you want 


year” of 
life. them to. 


headstrong man, or are you the 
victim of men’s whims? Do you 
know how to retain a man’s 
affection always? How to attract 
men? How to make love keep 
you youthful and fresh? Do you 
know the things that most irri- 
tate a man? Or disgust a woman? 
Can you tell when a man really 
loves you—or must you take 
his word for it? Do you know 
what you MUST NOT DO un- 
less you want to be a “wall 
flower” or an ‘“‘old maid’? Do 
you know the little things that 
make women like you? Why do 
“wonderful lovers’ often become thought- 
less husbands soon after marriage—and 
how can the wife prevent it? Do you know 
how to make marriage a_ perpetual 
honeymoon? 

In “The Philosophy of Love,” Elinor 
Glyn answers these precious questions— 
and countless others. She places a magni- 
fying glass unflinchingly on the most in- 
timate relations of men and women. No 
detail, no matter how delicate or avoided 
by others, is spared. She warns you gravely 
she suggests wisely, she explains fully. 

We admit that the book is decidedly dar- 
ing. It had to be. A book of this type, to be 
of great value, could not mince words. But 
while Madame Glyn calls a spade a spade 
—while she deals with strong emotions and 
passions in her frank, fearless manner—she 
nevertheless handles her subject so ten- 
derly and sacredly that the book can safely 
be read by any grown-up man or woman. 
In fact, anyone over eighteen should be 
compelled to read ‘The Philosophy of 
Love’; for, while ignorance may some- 
times be bliss, it is folly of the rankest sort 
to be ignorant of the problems of love and 
marriage. As one mother wrote us: ‘I wish 
I had read this book when I was a young 
girl—it would have saved me a lot of mis- 
ery and suffering.” 

Certain self-appointed censors may con- 
demn ‘‘The Philosophy of Love.” Anything 
of such an character genera'ly is. 
But Madame Glyn is content to rest her 
world wide reputation on this book—the 


” 


greatest masterpiece of love ever attempted!: 


SEND NO MONEY 


OU need not advance a single penny 

for “The Philosophy of Love.’ Simply 
fill out the coupon below—or write a letter 
—and the book will be sent to you on ap- 
proval. When the postman delivers the 
book to your door—when it is actually in 
your hands—pay him only $1.98, plus a 
few pennies postage, and the book is yours. 
Go over it to your heart’s content—read 
it from cover to cover—and if you are not 


WARNING! 


| The publishers do not care to send “The 
Philosophy of Love’’ to anyone under 
eighteen years of age. So unless, you 
are over eighteen, please do not fill ‘out 
the coupon below. 


more than pleased, simply send the book 
back in good condition within five days 
and your money will be refunded instantly. 

Over 75,000,000 people have read Elinor 
Glyn’s stories or have seen them in the 
movies. Her books sell like magic. ‘““The 
Philosophy of Love’’ is the supreme culmi- 
nation of her brilliant career. It is destined 
to sell in huge quantities. Everybody will 
talk about it everywhere. So it will be ex- 
ceedingly difficult to keep the book in print. 
It is possible that the present edition may 
be exhausted, and you may be compelled 
to wait for your copy, unless you mail the 
coupon below AT ONCE. We do not say 
this to hurry you—it is the truth. 

Get your pencil—fill out the coupon NOW. 
Mail it to The Franklin Publishing Co., 
800 N. Clark St., Chicago, Illinois, before 
it is too late. Then be prepared for the 
greatest thrill of your life! 


I Franklin Publishing Co. 
800 N. Clark St., Dept. 7200, Chicago, Ill. 
Please se nd = on approval Elinor Glyn's master- 
piece, Philosophy of Love.” When the post- 
man delivers the book to my door, I will pay him 
only $1.98, plus a few pennies postage. It is under- 
stood, however, that this is not to be considered a 
purchase. If the book does not in every way come 
up to expectations, I reserve the right to return it 
any time within five days after it is received and 
you agree to refund my money. 


Name. 
Address 


City and State. coves 


IMPORTANT—If you reside outside the U, S. A., 
send $2.12 cash with order. Bargain Book Catalog 
Free with each order. 
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You and the Editor 
What do you think of *‘ Uneasy Love’’? 


As though there was ever such a thing 
as ‘“‘easy love’’! Anyway the girl who 
tells this story seems to have got a 
corner on the world’s visible supply 
of ‘‘Uneasy Love.’’ Go ahead and 
read it so you can thrill along with 


her. You'll have the time of your 
life. After that if you want a 
highly concentrated thrill read 


“Whose Queen?’’ That will give 
you some inside facts you've longed 
for. ‘‘Mama! How Could you?”’ 
and ‘‘A Cure for Love’’ will cure 
those blues—and you'll be glad you 
didn’t miss them. 


* * 


Good-by, Love 


The Church of England has taken St. 
Valentine out of the Prayer Book. Next they 
will be trying to take love out of life. 


* * * 


It’s Here, Old Top 
*‘Someday someone is going to write a 
true story of college life,’’ sneers Mug- 
wump, “but it isn’t going to be pub- 


lished.’’ Don’t be too sure of that, old 


i] 


Muggie. Just take a look at Warner 
Fabian’s story, ‘‘Unforbidden Fruit,’’ 
which starts in Smart Set next month. 
Bet you change what you call your mind. 


* * * 


Just Before the Battle, Mother! 


Sometimes I feel like a motherless child, 

And nothing in ti rld makes me quite so wild; 
7 a girl comes a vith a mothering twist 
It ank G da for the thing lve m d. 


Sometimes I feel that I’m almost gone, 


¢ 
Il hate this Funny World and my friends do 


ror 
Till a girl comes along and she looks at me— 
And I turn my back on melan-chol - e 


\ 


It May Be All True 
I'd like to be in Florida 

Far from these northern breezes, 
And have a perfect torrid day 
Without my coughs and sneezes. 


I'd find me out a peacharine 
And do my best to charm ’er, 
For girls down there, they all declare, 
Are certainly much warmer. 


More or Less Mash Notes 


We Will, Though 

Say, This Funny World is great. You 
couldn’t possibly make it any better. Don’t 
try.—J. Burnett Hamilton, Ottawa, Kan. 

* * * 
What! Only “Almos **? 

I enjoy reading This Funny World in Smart 
Set almost as much as the stories. It sure is 
some magazine! My husband and I both 
think it’s Mrs. L. W. Anderson, Flint, 
Mich. 


yreat. 


* * + 
The More, the Petter 
I certainly enjoy the Funny World page. 
Only wish there was more of it. I always have 
a good word for Smarr Ser and like it better 
the more [| read it. Mrs. Claude F. Parker, 


palavia, lowa. 


* 


Who Said Flappers and Why? 


Bob Carr, with his ‘Crucible of 
Youth,”’ has brought the flappers and 
the sheiks out into the daylight. He’s 
made ’em sit up and beg and get busy 
telling what’s what. But that seems 
to bea job it takes such a lot of telling. 
Now just be honest with old Aleck: Are 
you orain’t you? . All right; that’s 
what we thought and that being the 
case, we're for you. Go ahead and have 
a good time and don’t let that Rela- 
tivity theory make you think you'll be 
young more than once. It’s a safe bet 
at good odds that you won’t. And 
when you’re old you’re awful old. By 
the way, don’t hurry that age stuff. 
Better keep hanging on to the early 
years as long as possible. 

12 


As sttn By Atecs Smart 


Wit’ the College 
Wits 


“Twenty years ago,” 
sagely suggests Poniter, 
“the girls never thought of 
doing the things they donow. 
That’s the reason they 
didn’t do them.” . . . “She’s 
only a garbage collector’s 
daughter,” sighs the Green Goat, “but she 
ain’t to be sniffed at” ... “A kiss in time 
saves nine miles walk,” philosophizes the 
Columbia Jester... . “When Susie was a 
little baby she was petted quite a bit,” says 
Ghost. “She is now eighteen and the 
situation is much the same” . . . “Gen- 
tlemen prefer blondes,” according to the 
Reserve Red Cat, “‘because blondes know 
what gentlemen prefer” . . . “Speaking 

of neckwear,” says the Sewanee Moun- 
tain’s Goat, “that girl has lasted longer 
j than any one I know.” 


* * * 


At Last! Cash for Poets 
A madonna-like lady serene 
Went out in a Boy Friend’s machine; 
Her serenity fled 
As she walked home to bed 


Now poets, get busy. Give us that last line and be sure 
the last word of your line rhymes with machine. For 
the best line Smart Set will pay $5 and $1 for each of 
the next five best. Aleck Smart is judge and contest 
closes Jan. 31, 1928. 


Just a Simple Little Error 
When this sap died he was healthy and 

strong. 
“Hubby’s out of town,”’ said the gitl 

She was wrong. 

* + * 
Prize Winners 
More lose than win in these limerick contests 
so there’s always a chance for you. Tackle 

the new one on this page right now and make 
yourself some ready cash—maybe. December 
first prize winner is Mrs. Earl Victor, of Pull- 
man, Wash., whose line, “But you'd blush if I 
told you the rest,” gathered in the five spot. 
Hope she invests it wisely. ‘The clever ones 
who each garnered a dollar prize are: Bess 
Stagman, Norwood, Ohio; Mary H. Legg 
New York City; Agnes Miller, Buffalo, N. Yj 
Ena Churchill, Carson City, Neb.; Mrs. Wade 
S. Madden, Harlan, Ky. There you are! Now 
get busy with this month’s big chance. 
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Lonely Now/ 


Since I Found This 
to Play The Piano ~ 


ESS than a year ago I was friendless, 
lonely, unhappy. No one seemed to 
take to me. Then came the amazing 

event that changed my whole life. Suddenly 
I found myself with hosts of friends—the 
center of attraction—the life of every party. 
I was popular everywhere! 

Here’s how it happened! 

Somehow I’ve never had the knack of 
making friends. I was never noticed at a 
party. Always I found myself sitting alone. 
I guess it was my own fault, though. I had 
nothing to offer! No musical ability—no 
gift of wit—nothing to entertain others. 
So I was left to myself more and more— 
left to dreaded solitude. 

One night my spirits were at their lowest 
ebb and the four blank walls of my _ bed- 
toom seemed to crush me like a prison. I 
could stand it no_ longer. 


doesn’t happen very often,” I answered. 
“Well, you came to the right place. Music 
will soon make you forget your troubles.” 
Tom sat down at his piano and began to 


play. Never have I been so moved by 
music. The happy hours sped past as rhapso- 
dies, waltzes, jazz hits, sonatas poured from 
his expert fingers. When he had finished, I 
sighed—sighed enviously. 

“Thanks, Tom, it was wonderful. What I 
wouldn't give to play like that! But it’s too 
late now! I should have had a teacher when I 
was a kid—like you!” 

Tom smiled and said, “Dick, I never had a 
teacher in my life. In fact, not so long ago, I 
couldn’t play a note.” 

“Impossible!” I exclaimed. “How did you do 


The New Way to Learn Music 


Then he told me about a wonderful new short- 
cut method of learning music that had been per- 
fected by the U. S. School of Music. No teacher, 

no weary scales and tiresome 


hours of practice. You played 


Anything was better than 
that lonely room. I wan- 
dered out into the deserted 
streets—unconscious of the 
drizzling rain. 

Suddenly the sound of jazz 
and happy laughter caught 
my ear. For an instant my 


Piano 
Organ 
Ukulele 


Cornet 


Pick Your 
Instrument 


real music from the start. When 

I left Tom. it was with new hope. 

If he could learn to play this 

way, so could I! That very 

night I wrote for the Free Book 
and Demonstration Lesson. 

Three days later they arrived. 

I never dreamed 

that playing the piano could be 

so simple—even easier than Tom 


Piccolo 
Guitar 


spirits rose, and then fell as 
I realized that the fun was 
not for me. Through the 
open window I could see 
couples dancing—others talk- 
ing—all having a good time. 

Everything seemed to center 
around the young man play- 
ing the piano—Tom Buchan- 
an. How I envied him! He 


Hawaiian Steel Guitar 
Sight Singing 
Piano Accordion 
Voice and Speech Culture 

Harmony and 
Composition 
Drums and Traps 
Automatic Finger 
Control 
Banjo (Tenor, Plectrum 
or 5-String) 


had pictured it. Then and there 
I knew I could learn to play. 

The course was as much fun 
as a game. No more dreary 
nights for me. And as the les- 
sons continued they got easier. 
Although I never had any “tal- 
ent’ I was playing my favorites 

almost before I knew it. I 
soon would be able to play 
jazz, ballads, classical num- 
bers, all with equal ease! 

Then came the night that 
proved the turning point of my 


Mandolin 
"Cello 


had friends — popularity — 
happiness—all the things I 
longed for—but didn’t have! I was just an 
outsider. J turned away with a lump in 
my throat. 
All the way home I kept thinking of that 
Scene through the window. It depressed 
me. The next evening I dropped in to see 
Tom. He greeted me cordially: 

“Hello, Dick, glad to see you.” 

“Feeling pretty blue, Tom, so I thought 
Id call. Lucky to find you in, though. It 


whole life. Once more I was go- 
ing to a party, and this time I 
had something to offer. But I never dreamed 
that things would happen as they did. 

What a moment that was when our hostess, 
apparently troubled, exclaimed: 

“Isn't it a shame that Tom Buchanan can’t be 
here. What will we do without some one to 
play the piano?” 

Amazed at my confidence, I spoke up: 

“I'll try to fill Tom’s place—if you're not too 
critical.” 

Everyone seemed surprised. “Why, I didn’t 
know he played!"’ someone behind whispered. 

Quietly I sat down and ran my fingers over 
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uick Easy Way 
tthout a Teacher/ 


the keys. As I struck the first rippling chords 
of Nevin’s lovely “Narcissus,”’ a hush fell over 
the room. I could hardly believe it, but I was 
holding the party spellbound! 

Then as I played, I forgot the people and. lost 
myself in my own music. The room becarhe a 
field—a field dotted with nodding white flowers 
and filled with rich, fragrant perfume. 

When I finished, you should have heard them 
applaud! Everyone insisted I play more. Only 
too glad, I played piece after piece. My heart 
was filled with joy—for I—who had been an out- 
sider—was now the life of the party. 

Before the evening was over, I had been in- 
vited to three more parties. Now I never have 
a lonesome moment. At last I am_ popular. 
And to think it was all so easy! 

You, too, can learn to play your favorite in- 
strument by this remarkably easy “at home” 
method that has helped almost half a million 
people all over the world to increased pleasure 
and financial gain. And there’s nothing mar- 
velous about it. It’s just a common sense prac- 
tical method— so simple you don’t have to know 
the slightest thing about music. You find your 
progress amazingly rapid because every step is 
clear and easy to understand. 


Free Book and Demonstration Lesson 


Our wonderful illustrated free book and aur 
free demonstration lesson explain all about this 
remarkable method. They prove just how any 
one can learn to play his favorite instrument 
by note in almost no time and for just a frac- 
tion of what old slow methods cost. 

Ii you really want to learn to play—if new 
friends, good times, social popularity, and in- 
creased income appeal to you—take this oppor- 
tunity to make your dreams come true. Now! 
Sign the coupon and send it before it’s too late. 
Instruments supplied when needed, cash o1 
credit. U. S. School of Music, 4272 Brunswick 
Bldg., New York City. 


U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 
4272 Brunswick Blidg., New York City. 

Please send me your free book, “Music Les- 
sons in Your Own Home,” with introduction by 
Dr. Frank Crane, Demonstration Lesson and 
particulars of your offer. | am interested in 
the following course: 


Have you 


Violin 
| Clarinet 
Flute 
Harp 
Saxophone 
r 
and 
girl. 
above instrument 
Name 
Address ‘ 
City State 


recently received from Everett G.’s mad mama. But 

it is also intended to put a bee in the bonnets of some 
of you girls who believe that clothes make the girl and hold 
the man. 

Says Everett's mad mama: 

“T think it is perfectly disgusting the way the girls chase 
after the boys these days. The minute my boy gets home 
from work the telephone starts to ring; our dinner is a perfect 
Bedlam simply because the girls will not let him alone. He 
never spends an evening with us. Every Sunday he’s off 
gallivanting around with some girl. And such girls! If I 
were a boy I wouldn't notice them. Here’s an example: 

“Everett has a motor-cycle, and last Sunday he said he was 
taking some girl called Violet on a picnic. Violet was to ride 
on the seat behind him, he said, and they were going to have 
a “swell” time. 

“A short time after he left, he returned for an extra sweater 
and this Violet was with him. You had to look twice before 
you were sure she was a girl. Greasy corduroy knickers, a 
boy’s cap, a pair of boots that looked like brogans. The dust 
had already streaked her face, and I felt like yanking her off 
the machine and shoving her into the bathtub. ‘Get a wiggle 
on, kid,’ she called after Everett, and I wondered how any 
man could respect or admire such a girl. 

“My son admitted that this Violet person is one of the girls 
who calls him up so often, and he insists she’s a ‘peach,’ and 
‘a good kid.’ But I get cold shivers when I try to picture her 
in a kitchen or rearing a child. 

“I’m not asking you to tell me how I can make Everett 
stop seeing this girl, or how I can stop the others from calling 
him up. I have enough sense to know it can’t be done. I 
simply want to air my views on the subject in the hope that 


T= ALL outward appearances this is an answer to a letter 


lt 


MARTHA 
MADISON 


you may say something in reply that will give these girls the 
hint they need. When I was a girl we had our good times, 
but in a decent, respectable way, and we never thought of 
running after boys.” 

All right, Everett’s mother. Now I'll make a few com- 
parisons, if you don’t mind. 

Of course, when you were a girl, you didn’t do the things 
the girls do today. You couldn’t have done them, even if 
you'd wanted to. 

There weren't so many telephones or motor-cycles or rubber- 
Uired whirlwinds. 

People in general were more easily controlled. Those who 
may have had their doubts about conventionality didn’t g0 
round talking about it. And the grown-ups weren't forever 
haranguing and driving the young ones into mischief. 


EOPLE found amusement in the simple things they did in 
their homes and girls were, to some extent, taught to be 
meek and submissive. 

Knickers? I should say not! And “nice” girls didn’t go 0 
work either as generally as they do now. It was the men 
who made the living for their families. That gave them the 
right to do the proposing and forced the girls to be patient 
and hopeful. Why, in your day, if a girl ran after a maf, 
people either said she was looking for a meal ticket or Was 
afraid of being an old maid. No matter how much in love 
she might be, she seldom dared to suggest marriage. It was 
the man’s place because he held the purse-strings. 

And don’t forget the chaperons! 

But it’s all very different now. Girls don’t have to take 
anything and everything that’s handed them in the matrimo 
line. When they see what they want, they go after it. 

This Violet person, as you call her, [Continued on page 128] 
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This Singular Book Wields a 
Strange Power Over Its Readers 


Giving them a MAGNETIC PERSONALITY almost instantly} 


Robert Hichens 


who wrote 

‘The Garden of Allah” | 

now tells of ‘Will You Read It 5 Days FREE—to Prove 
It Can Multiply Your Present Income? 


STRANGE book! A book that seems Strange Effect on Readers 
to cast a spell over every person who 


the beautiful woman 


Valentine Morris | 


Readers of this book quickly become mas- 
; r pow 
A copy of this book was left lying on a ters of a singular power to influence men and 


‘hotel table for a few weeks. Nearly 400 women around them. Not by foree—not by 


from. nowhere, people saw the book—read a few pages— loud argument. But rather by pone subtle, 
[people for coped I insinuating power that sways men’s emo- 


tions. They are able to play on people’s 
4 z | In another case a physician placed a  feelj ist as a skilled violinist pl 
handicapped by a child copy in his waiting-room. More than 200 — P ee 


a violin. 


pose te of it— Is it any wonder that thousands of men 

and women say that they are overjoyed 

born out of wedlock, Why are people so pro- with the results they have 

foundly affected by this enthusiont 

, book?—so anxious to get a said of this volume, ‘‘Things 

intent ona career, copy? The answer is simple. | ,, oe soon — _ | I have read there I would 

The book reveals to them for Personality” "*™*" | never have dreamed of.” 

: the first time how any one | How to use certain Oriental | Another wrote, “I would not 

the idol of can develop a Magnetic anggpeen give up what Shaftesbury has 
Personality instantly! It ex- How to gain perfect nerve | taught me for $100,000!” 

e plains how to gain over- How to read people’s feelings In your everyday life—in 

Bohemian London : night the personal charm that by watching their mouths social life—you will find this 

attracts countless friends— to rend people's thoughts 1 book of immense value. You 

Is the the self-confidence that in- How to develop a magnetic eye will learn to fascinate people 


times, loved sures quick success in any How to make your face appear you meet—to attract new 


tht of business. friends gain speedy pro- 
It tells how to draw people glance motion in business. 
com- wlovin to you at once, irresistibly— | How to use Magnetic Healing Read This Book 
g> how to be popular in any so- How oe end eulbwerdness and 5 DAYS FREE 
—— > > = y 

things to ity How to attract the opposite rycen mail 
: most at once € sex and this remarkable volume 
ren if lees of lif, _ 
yen care ess O e, you may have how to be a wane ogee your busi- with cover in handsome dark 


_ magnet ‘of human attraction, How to make your subcon- | burgundy cloth, gold em- 
well-liked wherever you go! scious mind work wonders bossed, will be sent you for 


abber- 
modern, elegant,— Best of all it tells you how | Anddozensof other vitaltopics | free examination. If you 


e who |to accomplish these results aren’t stirred and inspired in 
n't go instantaneously! the 5-day free period, return 
orever awoman with a devil Whence Comes This Uncanny it and it costs you nothing. Otherwise 
Volume? keep it as your own and remit the Special 

{ 4 Price of only $3 in full payment. This vol- 

did in in her soul Forty years ago, Edmund Shaftesbury, ume was originally published to sell at $5, 
id | student of the human mind, set out to dis- jut in order to reach many readers it is 
to be ‘cover the secret of Personal Magnetism. being offered at reduced price. You risk 
. He applied his discoveries to his friends. nothing—so clip and mail this coupon NOW. 

go to In Results were astonishing! His methods  aiston University Press, Dept. 75-B, 


> men seemed to transform people into entirely Meriden, Conn. 
| Gre beings! Shaftesbury’ 8 fame spread. 


m the > » 

atient Great men came to him. His students and RALSTON UNIVERSITY PRESS 
friends embraced such names as Gladstone, Sept. Mastin, Conn. 

man, | Queen Victoria, Edwin Booth, Henry Ward . 


All right—I’ ll be the judge. You may send me 


| 
Beecher, and Cardinal Gibbons. the volume ‘‘Instantaneous Personal Magnetism” 
1 love Price $2. 50 Until recently, Shaftesbury’s teachings for 5 days’ FREE EXAMINATION in my home. 
t was Wh have been available only to people. whocould — Within the 5 days I will either remit the special low 
erever Books are Sold | pay $25 or $50 each for instruction books. price of only $3.00, in full payment, or return it 
7 without cost or obligation. 


| Now, his wonderful teachings have been 


collected into a single volume, at @ price Name. 
) take ‘osmopolitan Book Corporation | within the reach of all! And furthermore, 
nonial New York | Shaftesbury has consented to reveal hum-  Addreas.. 
dreds of new discoveries never before put 
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Executives save For court report- 
time by making ing, where high 
notes in Speedwrit- speed is essential, 
ing, to be turned Speedwriting 
over to their sten- proves its superior- 
ographers for tran- ity. Its accuracy 
scription. Notes and easy legibility 
written by one per- are also important 
son can be read by factors. 

any other Speed- 

writer, 


Now Comes the 


The m 


curacy. 


Miss Emma Dearborn, originator of 
Speedwriting, has taught practically 
all systems in such leading educa- 
tional institutions as Columbia Uni- 
versity, Simmons College, Boston, 
and the University of California. 


surance, 


New Shorthand 


At last! The answer to the urgent need of modern business for 
a really scientific system of shorthand! Speedwriting, the natural 


shorthand, sets new standards for speed and accuracy. 


So 


simple that anyone can learn its principle in one evening. 


HORTHAND is now made the time-saving 
device of everyone! The months of tedious 
study required to master a“ foreign !an zuage” 
of arbitrary signs and symbols are e'iminated. 
Now you can write shorthand in the familiar 
A-B-C’s you have been using all your life! 
Everywhere this new shorthand is hailed 
with enthusiasm. It is saving time and in- 
creasing efficiency in busy offices. Executives 


_ TRADE MARK — 


are finding it invaluable ‘or personal use. So 
are professonal men and women, lawyers, 
writers, clergymen, public speakers, engineers, 
doctors, reporters, students. Experienced 
stenographers are adopting it in place of the 
old, conventional systems. Bezinners welcome 
it as th: short-cut to a successfu' business 
career. [t is used in the U. S. Army and the 
Navy. 


REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 


The NATURAL SHORTHAND 


Speedwriting was given to the world by Miss 
Emma Dearborn, eminent authority on_ short- 
hand, who, for eighteen years, had taught prac- 
tically all systems in such leading educational 
institutions as Columbia University, Rochester 
Business Institute, Simmons College and the 
University of California. 

Her experience brought home to her the inade- 
quacies of the conventional sign systems. She saw 
how few students were successful in mastering them. 
(Government statistics show that only twelve per 
cent of those who study shorthand ever have em- 
ployment as stenographers. ) 


Brief 
English 
Systems, Inc. 
Dept. B-115, 
200 Madison Ave., * 
New York, N. Y. Xe 
Without obligation, send me - 
your booklet on Speedwriting. ‘ 
If I decide to s\udy Speedwriting, 
I shall use it in Stenographic () Execu- 
tive () Secretarial () Student [J or Pro- 
fessional () capacity. 


Address........ 
City 


For years Miss Dearborn devoted herself to the 
development of an entirely new kind of shorthand, 
without the dots, dashes, hooks, curves, shadings 
and other arbitrary symbols that tax the memory 
and require months and years of practice. 

Speedwriting is simply a scientific condensation 
of the English language, based upon natural habits 
of speech. It is the quickest known method of 
recording thought. It can be written either in pencil 
or on the typewriter. You can begin using Speed- 
writing almost at once. Amazing speed is quickly 
developed. 


MN Mail Coupon for Free Booklet 


< ‘An interesting, illustrated booklet tells you all about Speedwriting and € sin 
* demonstrates its practical usefulness to you, whether you are X S VAAN, 

™ an executive, a professional man or woman, an experi- \ Seeeeet 

enced stenographer or a beginner. No cost * 
or obligation. Mail the coupon now. 


Brief English 
Systems, Inc., 
Dept. B-115 

200 Madison 
Ave., New 
York, 


This interesting 

booklet will be sent to 
you without cost or obliga- 
tion. Mail the coupon. 


st desir 
secretarial positions 
go to the girl who 
can take dictation 
with speed and ac- 
user 
of Speedwriting is 
able to handle the 
f most exacting work 
with ease and as- 


The 


able 


Out on the job, 
Speedwriting 
proves a great con- 
venience in note- 
taking to the en- 
gineer, architect or 
builder. In a hun- 
dred and one differ- 
ent ways it is of 
daily usefulness to 
men and women in 
every field of en- 
deavor. 


“I want to tell you that I have 
completed the course in Speed- 
writing in 18 days, and can now 
take 98 words a minute on straight 
dictation, without any difficulty 
whatever. 

“I would really consider it a 
favor if you would refer to me any 
inquiries from men in the Service 
about this course. I know what 
yeomen are up against who do 
not know shorthand, and try to 
learn any of the conventional short- 
hand systems. I tried and madea 
huge failure of one of the standard 
systems. Speedwriting is the log- 
ical system for all pu on 
Mr. N. L. Rice (Yeoman in Nav, 
305 Quincy St., Brooklyn, N., Y. 


* * * 


“I have learned more ia 
hours with this system than 

in three months’ study of syllabic 
shorthand.’’—Herman Stenzel, San 
Salvador, C. A. 


* * * 


“I am delighted with S ting. 
I have found it remarkably easy 
to learn, easy to use, easy to read, 
and, last but by no means least, easy 
to REMEMBER! I did not intend 
to really LEARN and USE Speed- 
writing; but much to my sur 
prise, I made USE of it right from 
the start! In fact, I found thatit 
could be of so much more use in 
my work than shorthand that 
I have given it up entirely—afte 
over 30 years’ use of it.”—Ward 
Nichols, Secretary of the Com- 
mittee on International Language, 
International Research Council, 
Upper Black Eddy, Pa. 


* * * 


“I never saw anything so simple 
and easy to learn as Speedwriting. 
I studied stenography for eight 
months in order to take notes i 
college. That time looks like 90 
much wasted effort to me now that 
I know I could have done all 
the work in the plain letters of the 
alphabet that’ would never get 
‘cold on my hands.’ ’—Mr. Ward 
Gedney, School of Business, Colum- 
bia University, N. Y. 


- 


© 1928, Brief English Systems, Inc. 


| 
| 
16 


rod the “Path of Uneasy 


at I have 
Speed- 


yn. straight 
difficulty 


sider it a 


I cAm “Bobby ane 


'y place was in society. I was born to share in the gay life of smart people. 

‘Yet, without money, I had only my beauty and my determination to he 
me crash the gates of society. 1 was Oe a modern (Cinderella. Never did I 
imagine the really amazing things that were to —. to me after I borrowed a 
lovely gown to go to Miss Gold’s party. vr 9 bewildering experiences led me into 
contact with the most dangerous man in the country a my life as his midnight 
sweetheart was one surprising thrill after another. On the next page you can = 
my story of “Uneasy Love” that taught me how New Vork’s four-hundred live 
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HEN days are horrid in New York, you know how 

horrid they are! This Tuesday morning in November 

when real life began for me, though I didn’t dream 
it had begun, was one of the horridest ever. Rain, mud and 
cold that made me wish I’d bought my winter coat, only I 
hadn’t pennies enough to buy the one I wanted, and that was 
a thought to paint life black. 

Mrs. Farwell was as snappy as the weather. Very different 
manners from last June, when she came south to Riverdale 
for a holiday, met me, and decided that I was born to be a 
mannequin in her new—well, I don’t know if I should call it 
“shop!” But anyhow, here I was, sitting in a large dove- 
colored room where beautiful antique furniture was scattered 
about, for sale, with here and there a Paris scarf or cloak 
thrown over a chair as if dropped by some lovely lady. 

In reality they were meant for ladies, lovely or otherwise, 
to buy, and it was my job to show them. 

In a back room were wardrobes full of Paris dresses which 
Mrs. Farwell imported, and she was as cross as the most 
commercial tradeswoman when business wasn’t brisk. 

How could she expect customers to blow in on such a 
morning, even in Rolls Royces? In any case, they didn’t, and 
I was allowed to sit idly in a Chanel red frock on a green 
brocaded Italian sofa, while Mrs. Farwell read her letters. 

The frock was her property. So were the shoes and stock- 
ings to match. 

When I arrived in New York two months before, I had 
envied no one on earth. Mrs. Farwell’s compliments had 
made me hope that the “prettiest girl in Riverdale” might be 

. one of the prettiest girls in New York. I'd expected lots of 
Cinderella, moving-picture 
sort of things to happen, 
and nothing had happened 
at all. I had got nowhere, 
and at the very minute 
when Life was on its way 
to me, I was envying a girl 
I'd never seen. 

Her name was Virginia 
Gold. ‘I was gazing at her 
photograph in a_ smart 
magazine, and I suppose 
the comparison I was mak- 
ing between her fate and 
mine came from the word- 
ing under the picture. She, the loveliest girl in New York! 
Why, I would be twice as pretty if I had half her chance! 

She was an heiress and an orphan. An aunt, who was the 
widow of a French Count, was her chaperon. They lived in 
a famous house in Washington Square, and Miss Gold also 
owned a place on Long Island, called “Sea Winds.” She and 
the Comtesse d’ Amaranthe were to have a week-end party 
there in honor of Miss Gold’s birthday. 


| iy SEEMED that she had a birthday party each year, but 
this one, with the ball on Friday night, was. to be: particu- 
larly brilliant. A new ballroom had been built with a glass 
floor and a scheme of changing colored lights that would 
make New York hotel ballrooms “look like Noah’s Ark.” 
Miss Gold, interviewed about her birthday party, called it an 
“old-fashioned country affair “with surprises and favors,” but 
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GATES OF SOCIETY? 


With “Drawings from Life 
By 
©. D. SKIDMORE 


the list of invited guests proved that her estimate was too 
modest. Even to me some of those names had grown familiar 
through reading Sunday supplements. 

I began to day-dream. Supposing one of Mrs. Farwell’s 
clients should happen to drop an engraved invitation from 
her handbag, and I—— 

But no, in the next paragraph Miss Gold informed the 
interviewer that her country parties were very informal. She 
= a *phoned their friends and asked them for the 
week-end. 


AST year, however, something rather unpleasant had 
occurred. A girl journalist had “crashed the gate” with 
aman. The two had been taken for guests and let in without 
any trouble. That was of no importance; now and then 
pushers did crash in at. parties. But this cat of a girl had 
written up the affair in her awful paper, and the article had 
been quoted everywhere. You would have fancied “Sea 
Winds” a sort of Zoo in Sodom or Gomorrah! 

My heart missed a beat. So, people crashed in at these 
parties, pretending to be guests, and nobody minded if they 
didn’t behave like cats! A girl might get away with it if she 
were pretty and well turned out. Yes, even a girl like me! 

What an adventure! In a movie or a story book the little 
mannequin, divinely beautiful and wonderfully dressed, would 
float in, make the sensation of the evening, and annex the 
handsomest, youngest, richest millionaire, if ‘not a visiting 
prince. But, oh, the colossal cheek she’d need to carry her 
through! And the glorious dress! Such things didn’t happen 
in real life. Supposing I had the cheek, where would I find 

the dress? 

I almost laughed and almost 
cried at my own nonsense. A 
sound made me lay down the 
magazine. It was the click of 
the elevator door which opened 
directly into Mrs. Farwell’s show- 
room. Customers! On this day 


of flood! 
I was Mrs. Farwell’s only as- 
sistant as well as her mannequin, 


so I moved forward with the 
smile I’d been trained to turn on 
at an instant’s notice. I saw a 
girl of about twenty, my own age, 
not good-looking, but with an air 
of being well-bred in spite of her 
clothes, all of which were exactly 
wrong! 

With her was a middle-aged 


I was left alone as my “family” 
moved on and my nervousness 
must have shown in my face, for 
the three young men gazed at me 
with sympathetic and rescuing 
expressions. “Oh, dear,” I 
sighed, and instantly the three 


invited me to dance 


man, perfectly turned out in con- 
trast to the girl’s frumpishness. 
He had the strangest face I’d ever 
seen. I don’t know how to de- 
scribe the impression it made on 
me, except to say that one glance 
seemed to carve every feature on 
my memory. As a rule I was in- 
terested in customers only if they 
were handsome or famous, or 
infamous. 
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heavens,” 

the man _ said, 
“what are you doing 
out here in the cold 
and rain without a 
wrap? ‘Please let me 
take you right back 
to the house” 


Neither of this pair 
had charm or beauty; 
they might be social 
nobodies; yet never 
had I been so curious 
about any of Mrs. 
Farwell’s “prospects.” 

The man took off 
his hat as he came 
into the room, and I 
saw that in the sleek 
black hair, brushed 
away from a square 
forehead, there was 
one thick white lock. 
He had _ unusually 
heavy brows drawn 
like a straight line of 
ink across the bridge 
of his nose. And 
what a nose! Evi- 
dently it had been 
broken, but some- 
how, instead of being 
repulsive, it gave a 
bizarre sort of at- 
traction to the red- 
dish, darkly  sun- 
burned face. The 
jaw was square, and 
with that broken 
beak, made the man 
look ruthless, almost 
brutal until he 
smiled, which he did 
as Mrs. Farwell rec- 


ognized. and greeted and cl 
him as she invariably made a point of greeting newcomers. ington and heard of you from someone there I guess. “Can 
“Why, isn’t it Mr. Breckenridge Lawrence?” she exclaimed A look of comprehension flashed across Mrs. Farwell’s fact. pretty 
in such a cooing tone that I knew Mr. Lawrence must be of She asked no more questions and was given no more & tinguish 
importance. planations. But I saw that she knew something exciting and Miss 


“Nobody else!” he answered, and the look in his light, hoped that she'd tell me what it was when the two had goat hats to 


deep-set eyes said: “For or ill, there aren’t two of us to. 
on earth!” And that eh go said that it amused him RS. FARWELL confined her catechism to the dresses She 
to be one of the ugliest men on that same earth! Miss Blake wished to see, and before deciding the gil me to 

“We've never met,” Mrs. Farwell said, “but I’ve often glanced at her companion. ¢ velvet 
seen you, and I know some of your friends. I wonder—did “I told you anything you wanted!” he said, but instead “Pd | 
some one send you to me, or did this young lady—?” of looking at her, he was looking at me! ‘ girl saic 

“Miss Blake!” he said, and his voice was so deep a bass that I had the queerest feeling, but I was too well trained 4 # Mr. | 
I could imagine him singing “Rocked in the Cradle of the mannequin by this time to pay any attention to mea * like tho 
Deep” or some old-fashioned “show-off” thing such as I'd came to see their womenfolk buy frocks. However, # “Your | 


heard at church concerts in Riverdale. “She lives in Wash- obeyed orders and floated away to bring armfuls of dresé 
20 
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, no!” | 
panted. “Not back 
to the house. Oh, 
do save me! I'll 
be so thankful! 
“Please! I haven’t 
done anything 
wrong, really” 


and rose were the last 
colors that sallow young 
female should wear. 

“Miss Mayo—Roberta, 
put on the ‘Rose of Love’ 
so Miss Blake can judge it 
better,” Mrs. Farwell com- 
manded. 

I swam off, mannequin 
fashion, and presently re- 
turned in the dress I liked 
best of all our collection. 
I hoped Miss Blake 
wouldn’t buy the lovely 
thing. It would be cruel 
to the dress for her to 
wear it! 

At first glance the. girl 
had taken a dislike to me. 
She’d shown it in the subtle 
way women can, without a 
word or gesture, making 
me feel that, in her eyes, 
no beauty I might have 
could matter. I was out 
of her class, a sort of ser- 
vant. But when I came 
towards her, walking down 
the long room in the “Rose 
of Love,” she hated me. 
And it didn’t improve 
matters when Mr. Law- 
rence said: 

“For the Lord’s sake, 
don’t choose that! It’s 
all right for a dazzling 
type like the model, but 


” and cloaks to show Miss Blake I wondered to myself: it’s not your sort. Why don’t you take the yellow one?” 
fe “Can he be her Sugar Daddy? Surely not! She’s not “I thought you said I could have anything I wanted!” said 
's e pretty, or chic enough. Though he’s ugly, he’s terribly dis- Miss Blake, and she pouted like a child. , 
- tinguished. He’d pick a beauty.” This time his shrug was more emphatic. “Very well, suit 


ing and Miss Blake selected three sport costumes with rakish little yourself! It’s your funeral.” ’ 
d gone. hats to match, a couple of afternoon dresses, and then asked The girl’s small, sallow face looked as obstinate as a 
dresses to.see more evening dresses than those I had already produced. monkey’s. She turned to Mrs. Farwell. 


he gil She was rather dark than fair, and Mrs. Farwell had told “T’d take that, anly I’m afraid it’s too big for me. This 
me to show a gold tissue, a yellow georgette and a scarlet young woman is so large!” 
instead velvet with daring embroideries. . 
“Td like to look at something white, and a rose color,” the E! LARGE! What a cat! I am tall, five feet five, 
od as 8 girl said. but I weigh only one hundred and five pounds. Several 
on who Mr. Lawrence shrugged his big shoulders, which looked artist neighbors of mine in Greenwich Village had told me 


- ae like those of a well-dressed prize-fighter, as much as to say, before I’d been in New York a month that my figure, as well 
jresses ‘Your blood be on your own head, my dear!” For white as my face, was a “dream.” Besides, I knew I was “all right,” 
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and a little more than all right, or Mrs. Farwell would have 
left me in Riverdale. 

“The Rose of Love” was too large, Mrs. Farwell admitted. 
“But | what about the scarlet with jeweled peacock feathers, 
or 

“Can’t you have this one made smaller in a hurry?” cut 
in Miss Blake. 

Little did I guess that my fate hung in the balance. 

Mrs. Farwell explained that her “little place” wasn’t an 
ordinary dressmaking es- 
tablishment. She simply 
acted as agent for a friend 
in Paris. She had nobody 
competent to change so 
complicated a gown. It 
might easily be ruined. 

Suddenlymy mood 
changed. Instead of grudg- 
ing the “Rose of Love” to 
Miss Blake, I yearned for 


q jumped as if I had been 
shot when I saw “Break- 
neck Lawrence standing on 
guard at the door I’d meant 
to enter. It was too late to 
run away, so I stood still 


her to buy it, and there was method in my madness. 

“I beg your pardon, Mrs. Farwell,” I ventured. “May 
I suggest that I could make the dress right if it isn’t needed 
too soon. You’ve complimented me, haven’t you, on my skill?” 

“It’s needed on Friday,” said Miss Blake. 

My enthusiasm died. Friday was the night! 

“Oh, I’m afraid I couldn’t do the work quite so soon,” I said. 
“I have only my own time at home to work in.” 

“Well, Saturday, then. I could buy the white and wear 
that on Friday night, if it fits,’ she said. 

Hope rose again. “I could guarantee the ‘Rose’ for Satur- 


day,” I promised. “I ha._ aalf a day off. By six o’clock in 
the afternoon it could be at your house or hotel.” 

“Good,” said Miss Blake, though there was no gratitude in — 
her eyes. And to tell the truth, I didn’t deserve gratitude. 
On the contrary. The wildest, most wonderful idea had darted 
into my brain. It was as if a voice had whispered: “You could 
crash into Miss Gold’s birthday party on Friday night in the 
‘Rose of Love’ if you could get it.” And now it looked as if 
I should! 

Oh, how my heart beat! It would be no harm. I would 
only borrow the dress. I’d be as careful as if it were made of 
spun glass. It wouldn’t be hurt. Miss Blake, the hateful 
cat, would never know. Besides, wasn’t I doing her a great 
favor? What if I did take my own reward? 

When the girl had tried the dresses and Mr. Lawrence had 
stared at me a good deal more, a check for what I thought a 
huge sum was made out to Mrs. Farwell. Then the two de- 
parted and as the elevator shot them down, my boss turned 
eagerly to me. 

“Good girl, Bobby, to help me out,” she said. “I wont to 
get.” (Oh, if she had guessed!) “Do you happen to know 
who that man is?” 

“No,” I said. 

“Why, it’s the famous ‘Breakneck Lawrence.’ That’s his 
nickname, taken from Breckenridge, because he’s such a dare- 
devil. There’s nothing he won’t do. He’s a millionaire, and 
comes of fine family, but he doesn’t care a pin for birth or 
conventions. He’s more interested in prize-fighters than the 
set he was born to. You noticed his nose? Well, that was 
broken in a match with Carpentier or someone, though, of 
course, he’s an amateur. 

“Women are supposed to find him all the more attractive 
because he’s rather hideous. He has a name for liking them 
too, though he’s married; separated from his wife, not di- 
vorced. She lives in Washington and spends a lot of time in 
Europe. This girl with him, Miss Blake, must be his wife’s 
daughter by her first husband. She was a Mrs. Blake, a beauty 
in her day! But that was a good while ago. She’s older than 
‘Breakneck,’ and he must be well over forty. I hear she’s 
gone all to bits in looks now and they never see each other, 
though he’s good to this girl. He has a beautiful apartment on 
Park Avenue, but.I think he lives mostly at his place on Long 
Island, for he’s distinctly a sportsman, an out-of-doors man.” 

I listened vaguely. I was not as much interested in hearing 
this information as Mrs. Farwell was in giving it, because I 
hardly expected to see Mr. Lawrence again; and besides, my 
whole mind was concentrated upon that dress, the “Rose of 
Love.” It was arranged that I should take it home in a tani, 
for which Mrs. Farwell would pay. The cloak I might as well 
leave, she said. But I had to have the cloak! I told her that 
it needed to be shortened for Miss Blake, which was true, and 
I won. 

The room where I lived, I shared with a girl named Julie 
Barnes. Julie was quite a favorite model with artists in the 
neighborhood, so she was away a good deal, posing, and out 
two-thirds of every night at wild parties. 

I could have gone to those parties with her, if I liked, and 
I had at first. But seeing girls and men get so drunk that they 
were silly hadn’t appealed to me. The men thought I “high- 
hatted” them. But it wasn’t that. It just didn’t seem worth 
while to get “stewed” for the sake of making myself popular. 
So I wasn’t popular. And it’s no fun going where you're not. 


HAD no trouble in hiding the “Rose of Love” from Julie, 

and working on it at night when she was out. My good 
angel, or my bad angel, I didn’t know which, seemed to 
it easy for me to carry out my inspiration, or plot, or whal- 
ever I ought to call it. 

Friday night was the night of Miss Gold’s birthday ball at 
“Sea Winds,” and on Friday morning the dress was fin 
because I’d worked on it half the night. In the locked drawer 
where I hid it with the cloak, lay a pair of pink and silver 
shoes, and filmy stockings to match, which had cost thirty 
dollars of my savings, almost half of what: I’d managed to 
hoard. I was going! I was going to the ball! I was gomg 
to crash the gate. I would be one of the best dressed girls m 
the wonderful ballroom of changing, colored lights. ; 

The first thing to go wrong was the weather. All day Friday 
was lowering and as I jumped out of the Fifth Avenue bus at 


Eig 
blo 
wa 
if 
Sh 
bac 
sta 
I 
to 
at 
4 wh 
dal 
Ic 
wel 
dre 
was 
Als 
po 
ric 
—_ 
vi 
the 
“0 
‘ 
; of 
g poc 
proc 
long 
I te 
\ i van 
th % “a mak 
| F free 
4) | Ma} 
A was 
were 
awa 
si bee 
off 
- toni 
«] 
Win 
driv 
reas 
twee 
Se 
and 
wis 
coul 
He 
Gol 
I 
drip; 
hid 
22 


rae REGSEE 


E 


Eighth Street, rain began to pour down in torrents. I ran three 
blocks to get home, and arrived sopping wet. To my joy Julie 
was out. She had a cold and I should have been in a scrape 
if it had kept her in. Fortunately, it hadn’t. She'd left a note. 
She’d gone to City Island with the “bunch,” and wouldn’t be 
back till late. That meant morning! So much the better for me! 
There was plenty -of time before I had to 
start on my great adventure, but I felt that 
I needed every minute. This night was 
to be the big night of my life. I should 
at last have a chance to test the beauty 
which had made me somebody in River- 
dale. That is, I would have the chance, if 
I could get into the house at “Sea Winds.” 
Before boarding the bus near Mrs. Far- 
well’s, I had stopped at an expensive hair- 
dresser’s and had the red-gold hair, that 
was my glory, washed and water-waved. 
Also, I had bought some bath salts, and I 
poured half the bottleful into the water. The 
rich perfume and the sense of wild extrav- 
agance put me into the right mood. And 
when at last I stood before the mirror, look- 
ing just right from the crown of my head to 
the soles of my feet, I exclaimed out loud: 
“Oh, you are beautiful! You are! You 
must succeed!” 


W HEN I had admired myself in all my 
borrowed glory, I had to take some 
of it off. The shoes I tucked into the deep 4 
pocket of a more or less water- f 
proof tweed coat which was so 
long it covered my ankles. I 
wrapped up the cloak in a 
paper parcel and pulled an old 
hat well over my hair. Then 
I took a taxi to the Pennsyl- 
vania Station which I hadn't 
seen since I arrived from 
Riverdale. I was more fright- 
ened now than when I’d flung 
myself, all alone, into the 
unknown torrent of New York. 
A man in the train tried to 
make me talk, but I had learned 
how to treat what Julie called 
“fresh ducks.” He got out be- 
_ Oyster Bay, and I was 
ree. 


I HAD telegraphed for a 
taxi to meet me there, for 
it was six miles to “Sea Winds,” 
and I'd been afraid to trust to 
luck. Miss Mayne was the 
name I had given, and Miss 
Mayne’s taxi was waiting. It 
was the only cab. All the rest 
were private cars, and I drove 
away tainking how wise I’d 
been. If only I might come 
off as well in everything else 
tonight ! 
“I want to go to ‘Sea 
Winds,’ Miss Gold’s place,” I toid the chauffeur. ‘But don’t 
drive to the house. Stop just inside the gates.” I had a good 
reason for giving that order. I couldn’t arrive at a ball in a 
tweed coat, an old hat and a pair of big overshoes! ; 
Several cars turned in at the open gates while I paid my man 
and explained to him that I’d telephone his garage when I 
Wished him to return. If there wasn’t a train, I added, he 
could take me as far as Jamaica. Maybe he thought me a 
crazy Jane, but I gave him a. big tip, which probably helped. 
He said I could count on him. I was also counting on Miss 
Gold’s telephone. 
I had to go splashing along an avenue with wet tree branches 
dripping on my head, and now and then I jumped aside and 
hid behind a bush while a car with blinding lights swept past. 


The rain, thank heaven, had slowed down to a mild drizzle. 

At last Miss Gold’s house loomed before me, like an Italian 

palace in a movie, across a stretch of lawn where, in the blaz- 

ing light from rows of windows, flower-beds showed bright as 

dropped embroidered shawls. There was a fountain and a 

sun-dial, and not far off, against a background of trees, I spied 

a summer-house that pretended to be 

a Greek tempie. “Just the place for 

a spooning party!” Julie would have 

said. But it was early in the evening 

for that, and in such weather it 

would be more fun to stay indoors. 

I had the shelter to myself and used 

it as a dressing-room. Coat, hat and 

shoes I stuffed under a bench and 

then—my moment had come! I 

patted the waves of my hair into 

place, powdered my nose, folded the 

silver-lined, rose-colored cloak round 

me, and, with shoe buckles spar- 

kling, followed a covered walk to the 

house and hid in the shadow of one 

of the porch columns, where I could 

watch smart cars drive up to the 

door. Two or three discharged young 

couples, of no use to me. Then 

came one from which an 

elderly gentleman, a 

lady and two girls got 

out. They were pleas- 

ant and kind looking, 

comfortable, but not 
magnificent. 

“They'll do,” I de- 
cided, and I cautiously 
followed “my family” 
through the door into a 
wide hall. 

Two footmen, who 
ushered the guests in, 
glanced at me without 
any sign of suspicion, 
and, close on the heels 
of my unconscious vic- 
tims, I weft upstairs. 
The three ladies, mother 
and daughters, had no 
idea that I had attached 
myself to them, as maids 
helped us out of our 
cloaks in the most gor- 
geous bedroom I had 
ever seen. 

I followed them down 
the broad stairs at a dis- 
creet distance and had 
to pause outside the door of a grand reception room. Beyond 
this was the ballroom, the famous new ballroom I had read 
about. The lights hadn’t begun to change color yet, but 
there was music calling, luring music from an orchestra 
couldn’t see. . 

Evidently ten-thirty was the edge of the evening here! Few 
couples had begun to dance. Over the music rose the sound 
of laughter and voices. There was a fragrance of flowers, and 
the spice of freshly-cut pine branches. My heart pounded as 
I saw Miss Gold, whom I knew from her photographs, chat- 
ting with three or four young men. A high-nosed lady, born 
to be a countess as well as an heiress’s aunt, stood near her. 
They were still receiving the stream of guests. 

To my horror a stately man-servant addressed my adopted 
father. 

“What name shall I announce, sir?” 

I had never thought of that! People’s names were not an- 
nounced at Riverdale parties, nor at those in Greenwich Vil- 
lage, where I’d gone with Julie Barnes. I glanced wildly 
around, thinking to escape, but a group of newcomers pressed 
behind me. I was lost! 

“Mr. and Mrs. Morse, and the Misses Morse!” bawled the 
butler. [Continued on page 94] 


been wait- 
ing here for you since 
eight,” ‘Breakneck 
id. . “I figured you 
would come early and 
leave a letter for 


Mrs. GParwell. 
“Don’t look at me as 
if 1 were an ogre. 
I haven’t come here 
to try to catch you” 
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Declares Lovers Do Not “Put Gheir Love on Grial 


I, all of this talk about experiments in marriage little thought seems to have been given 

the emotions of those most closely involved. “Does Booth Garkington, the distinguished 

novelist, express the whole truth when he writes: “People in love don’t say, ‘Oh, we're on 

trial. It probably won’t last.’ “When we fall in love we say, ‘I love you utterly. I shall 

always love you.’ he fact that in five or ten years their love may perish has no 

interest for them. Should they put such a beautiful thing as their love on trial? “Preposterous!”” 
24 
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who so clearly portrayed boyhood in 
“PENROD; who proved in SEVENTEEN 
that he knew adolescence; who showed 
you the heart of a girl in cALICE 
cADAMS, and whose views on mar- 
riage are always interesting, here takes 


a decided stand on 


The 
TRIAL MARRIAGES 


is asking. While one group “views with alarm” an 

age-old custom that has always had its following, an- 
other group proceeds to demolish the structure of marriage as 
being “outworn.” Yet the great majority accept it and are try- 
ing now to adjust it, as they have had to adjust themselves, 
to the changing times. 

On one point most of us are agreed. Marriage is the best 
thing we have had so far. It has 
withstood the attacks of every age, 
and, despite the increasing number 
of divorces, it shows no sign of tot- 
lering today. No substitute has ever 

en found for marriage. Until some- 
thing better can be put in its place, 
marriage will remain. 

This chatter of .companionate 
Marriage is all nonsense. It won’t 
do at all. It will never be accepted 
by the majority of people. It is not 
practical and ‘cannot be made so. 

Almost the exact idea was proposed 

more than twenty-five years ago by 
George Meredith and made fn, ve 
way whatever. There is an instinc- 
le prejudice against such an idea. 

tis even deeper than that—it is a 
tatural repulsion. 

People in love don’t say, “Oh, 
Were on trial. We will be niggardlv 
mour love. It probably 
von't last. We're only try- 

Ing It out anyway.” 
That is not the way peo- 
in love behave. When 
We fall in love we don’t 
&y, “I love you partly.” 
We say, “I am sure. I 
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love you utterly. I shall always love you.” Lovers don’t qual- 

ify their love. Nice lovers they would be; if they did! The 

fact that in five or ten years their love may perish has no in- 

terest for them at the moment. They have seen that incom- 

prehensible experience come to others, but to themselves, 

never! Their love is undying. There never was a love like 

theirs. Should they put such a beautiful, everlasting, God- 
given thing as their love on trial? Preposterous! 

If love and marriage were 

a thing of the mind, the sit- 

uation would be _ different. 

Then companionate marriage 

might have some chance. But 

no matter what the young in- 

tellectuals may say, no matter 

how strong the modern cry, 

especially on the part of 

women, is for companionship 

in marriage, mental compan- 

ionship has very little to do 

with people marrying. Mar- 

riage has always been and will 

be a matter of the emotions. 


EOPLE aren’t looking for 
companionship when they 
fall in love; they are attracted 
and charmed. Presto! They 
love. The mental part seems 
to be the last thing they think 
of. People marry for the same 
old reason and they fall in love 
! for the same old reason, be- 
cause they are beglamoured. 
If they happen to find mental 
companionship, it is just so 
much to the good. They have 
been [Continued on page 140] 
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Ghe “Romance of a Little eMiss Man “Wise 
Who at Last Met Her Match 


O WONDER Peggy and Aline were tickled when I 
N reached Miami. We had no sooner got out on the little 

balcony at their hotel before dinner than they began to 
tell me all about Carlita Vincenti’s big affair with some local 
sheik. As I gathered it Carlita had fallen like a ton of bricks 
for one blond, handsome, indifferent male by the name of 
Stanley Yerkes who had given every woman in Miami heart- 
rattle, ‘while he remained as unresponsive as a cake of second- 
hand ice. 

“Why, Sally!” Peggy said. “I’m positive Stanley Yerkes 
thinks more of his big black police dog than he does all the 
women in creation.” 

“Well, what’s all that got to do with me?” I wanted to know. 

“Tt means, Sally Malone, you’re going to have a chance to 

‘ prove your right to the title of Little Miss Man-Wise; you’ve 
appeared in the nick of time to do your famous man-wrecking 
stuff.” 

There was a swish of silk and I turned to see Carlita coming 
on to the little balcony. Her dark beautiful face was flushed, 
and she was awfully excited. 

She drew me to the railing. “There he goes. Look, Sally, 
look!” she said. 

A tall handsome man in white clothes 
with a big black dog at his side was getting 
into a sporty roadster. I saw him toss 
what seemed to be a flyer’s helmet on the 
floor of the car. 

“What is he, a movie hero?” I asked. 

“Ssh!” warned Carlita drawing back. 

“Well, he’s all rigged up like a picture 
flyer,” I said. 

“No, he’s a real flyer. War hero, and 
everything. He flies to Cuba every other 
night or so. He’s very mysterious about 
it. I’m afraid it means the worst. I’m 
afraid he’s got a girl over there. Maybe 
that’s why he doesn’t know any of us are 
alive. Oh! Sally, you've got to find that 
out for me. If he’s really got a woman 
in Cuba,” her voice dropped to a tragic 
whisper, “I'll just have to forget him then.” 


HERE was a roar as of summer thunder in the street below. 

Carlita jumped as if a gun had gone off. I looked down to 

see the green roadster darting down the street toward the Miami 
Beach Club. 

Aline coughed, and broke the queer silence that had fallen 
upon us. “Don’t you think we’d better be dressing for Mrs. 
Winthrop’s party?” she asked. 

“You two jump into your duds. I want a few minutes with 
Sally,” Carlita said. 

Peggy and Aline went in to dress. Then Carlita told me 
all she knew about Stanley Yerkes. If she was right he was 
one of two things: honest in his attitude toward women, or a 
poser. Well, it would not take me long to find out. 
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My trunk and car had arrived with me on the ship. The 
former was in my room, opened, and waiting for me to 
select a dress. There was a stunning gown in my ward- a 
robe fashioned of a new beaded material called “black : ia 
flame.” I held it up against me, and asked Peggy what 
she thought. 
“Don’t come near me, Sally Malone, if you wear that 
dress tonight. I’m sort of keen on the man that’s rushing 
me now,” she said. 
This decided me. I slipped into the “black flame” 
hoping that it would prove a challenge to the male con- 
tempt I knew only as Stanley Yerkes and whom I was 
going to shake down, or die in the attempt. 


WHEN I met Stanley Yerkes at Mrs. Winthrop’s 
affair I found myself, for the very first time in my 
life, unable to decide about a man. Neither his indiffer- 
ence, nor his interest in meeting me was obvious. His 
attitude was simply the impersonal one that any average 
man exhibits toward someone he meets in the middle of a 
party. The only way to get anywhere with a man is to go 
right into personalities. It’s a waste of time and effort to 
spout a lot of general patter to a new man you want to 
come to some sort of issues with. Still, I didn’t want to 
get too deeply into the personal stuff until I was sure of - 
him. His dog would be personal enough for a starter.” 

“T saw your big Belgian police pup this afternoon. I’m 
.\, awfully interested in him. My brother has one. It’s the f 

only one in his part of the state. They’re quite scarce 
; aren’t they? And they rarely attain the size 
and proportions of your dog, do they?” 

“The average Belgian police dog in this 
country is undersized compared to the German 
breed, and generally a scraggly affair. But my 
dog is-up to the best mark,” he said, as if he 
were reading information out of a book, and 
was rather proud of his knowledge as well as 
of his dog. 

“They make friends much more readily than 
the German dog, don’t they?” 

“The average one is supposed to. Monsieur 


\dinner suit was a good- 
looking man, but in a 
bathing suit he fairly 
me dizzy. “You're 
| positively too thrilling,” 
I told him and it was 
the truth. “I wish I had 
an honest camera to 
take your picture,” 
Stanley said and the 
warmth of the @lorida 
sun shone in his blue eyes 


a Yerkes in a le Gendarme makes few friends. He seems con- 


tent to play around with me.” 

“Dogs have always liked me. I wonder, 
some day will you introduce me to Monsieur?” 

“Monsieur goes everywhere with me. Even 
in the plane. He’s in my car now. Would you 
like to see him?” 

He took my arm without a word, or a look, 
and led me out to his car. I purposely let my 
hand wander down his coat sleeve until it 
brushed his hand. After all, there wasn’t any 
use dilly dallying around. 

Monsieur le Gendarme was some dog! And, 
after a few moments of formality I was thrilled 
to see that the pup was making a positive move 
to be friendly with me. He even left his mas- 
ter’s petting to be petted by me! Stanley 
Yerkes raised his eyebrows at this but I pte- 
tended not to see. On the way back to the 
house he said: 
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What “Do You Chink Ought to SHappen to 


cA Girl Who Sets Out to Game a Man for cAnother Girl? 


“Monsieur seenied to like you Miss Malone. I assure you 


it’s unusual.” 

What struck me most impressively was that Stanley remem- 
bered my name. Peggy, or Aline, said he never took note oi 
women’s names. Then my scheme must be already working! 
Another day or so, and I’d have him believing he was the big 
King Pin of my world and then—oh! look out Mister Blond 
Mussolini. 

I all but chased him for dances, and, say, he could step! 
I talked him into playing golf with me next afternoon if he got 
back in time from Cuba. If not, at least we would have a swim 
together, and in my vaguest manner I promised him all sorts of 
intrigue if we bumped into each other at the Cruickshanks’ 
pirate party scheduled for the next night. 

Caring nothing, except to give him a grand tumble for Car- 
lita’s benefit, I had nothing at stake. I could afford to give 
him the works. So I went out to his car to tell him good night, 
and beg him to please be careful. 

“Tt makes me awfully nervous 
to think of you dashing through 
the sky over all those miles of 
water,” I said, letting my hand re- 
main in his. 

“It’s really not as bad as it 
seems. I use a seaplane, and I’m 
not up more than an hour and a 
half,” he said. 

I was tempted to make a wise- 
crack about his going to see a girl 
in Havana. Nothing pleases a 
man more than for one girl to 
show the faintest hint of jealousy 
over the idea of another woman 
in his life. However, I refrained. 


OOD-BY, Sally,” he said, 
and I realized for the first 

time that he had been calling me 
by my first name. Yes, Mister 
Yerkes was working fast, all right! 
“Night, Stan,” I said, and for a 
moment as my eyes met his, I 
felt very uncertain of the rdle I 
was playing. But, Monsieur, bark- 
ing softly as if he were trying tu 
say “good night” too, jumped out 
of the machine, and held up his 


paw. 

“Oh! you big darling,” I said 
and leaned down to. look into his 
great black dog face. His wistful 
brown eyes looked back at me, 
and before I. knew it his big 
tongue licked my cheek. Then like 
a black flash he was back in the seat next to his master. Stanley 
Yerkes waved to me, and bent over the wheel. The green car 
leaped down the road. I stood in my tracks until it was out of 
sight, strangely moved by the thought that in another half 
hour, Stanley and his dog would be winging over the sea to- 
ward Cuba, and that I would be waiting their return so that 
I could make a fool out of the dog’s master. 

This thought was still on my mind when I bumped into an 
eager Carlita on the Winthrop’s side veranda. “I saw you go 
down to the car with him. Oh! tell me quick, Sally. What 
do you think? I’m dying to know. Honestly, the one time 


I danced with him tonight he could have driven a truck over 
me, and I’d have enjoyed it. Oh! I honestly wished he would 
have hit me, or something awful right on the floor——” 

Ba Carlita. For Pete’s sake everybody can hear you,” I 
warned. 


“Shucks! 


Let ‘em. This old party’s on its last legs now, 


and you're tired, just getting in today. Come on, let’s go to 
the hotel where you can tell me everything.” 

Back on the balcony I told her I thought Stanley Yerkes was 
only posing indifference. “When I get through with him he'll 
be a different man, believe me,” I said. 


“C<ALLY! You sound so dreadfully awful about it all. I kind 
of wish I hadn’t sicked you on him this way. I hate to 
think of your being mean to him when——” 

“You little goose, you don’t deserve to have a man straight- 
ened out for you. Here he goes and makes your life miserable 
and yet you-—” 

“Honest, Sally, I almost believe I enjoy being miserable 
over him. Anyhow, I couldn’t let you treat him like that unless 
I was sure he would turn on you like Mussolini would,” she 
faltered. 

I could have slapped Carlita. She was being such a little 
simp. “What you need is sleep. Get to bed, and quit thinking 
about that posing blond, or I'll call the police,” I said. 

. “I guess I do sound sort of ungrateful after all you're trying 
to do for me. Good night, Sally, honey, and I’ll leave it to 
you. You always know best about men.” 

I remained on the balcony in the balmy, moon-silvered air. 
Miami was asleep. As I sat there dreaming there was a whir- 
ring sound in the night, and a plane, headed for the open sea, 
rushed overhead. 

Stanley Yerkes flying to Cuba! 

My heart missed a beat at the thought that something 
awful might happen to him in the 
mystery of those calm spaces over 
the sea. 

For the second time that evening 
I experienced a panicky sensation. 
It was a feeling that made me 
strangely uncertain of myself, but 
at the sound of footsteps in the 
room I pulled myself together. 

It was Peggy and Aline. Peggy 
went right to bed but Aline came 
out. 

“Where’s Carlita?” she whis- 


PecAsleep, thank I whis- 
“ eep, eavens,” 
pered back. . 

: oxen —_ “Well, tell me. What do you 
my heart to help think?” she demanded, curling 
Carlita—had sent down beside me in the balcony 
away the only swing. 
man I loved—and “T think his contempt for women, 

it wasall for noth- _ his indifference, and coldness is all 
; . I could not 2 pose for his game.” 

the tears back “Do you think all this, Sally, be 

cause you want to think it? You 


know it’s true, we women 
what we want to think about things as a general rule.” 

It was true. I thought Stanley Yerkes was posing 
because I wanted to think that, because all that I had heard 
about him had aroused in me the desire to teach him a lesso0. 
Good Lord! Could I have been mistaken? 

I got up from the swing, clenching my fists. 


“ ELL, he hasn’t been so indifferent to me, after all,” ! 
said, and wondered why he had agreed to give me some 
of his time. 

I went to my room, and got into bed. But, my thoughts 
had become the most tangled of cross-word puzzles, and mY 
usual power of analysis was all shot to pieces. 

A bell-boy with a cablegram for me awakened us all about 
eleven o'clock. All hands seemed to sense it was from 
Yerkes, and they all tumbled out of bed. The room 
a pajama scene in some Broadway revue. 
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ally—Sally!” Ghe tenderness of Stanley’s. voice seemed to melt my heart. ‘Please, 
Sally, tell me you didn’t mean those things. Oh! 


= 


in love with you. 


“Oh! what does he say?” Carlita cried before I got the thing 
opened. My fingers acted so queer, and shook so. 

The message was from Yerkes all right. It said he couldn’t 
be back in time for golf, but wouldn’t I meet him at the Miami 
Beach Club for a swim at four o’clock? 

“T’ll say he’s falling hook, line and sinker for your line,” an- 
nounced Peggy. “How do you do it?” 

“You forget I’m Little Miss Man-Wise,” I said. 

“Well, we'll all be in the gallery to see the beach meeting,” 
Aline said. “Elinor Twachtman is throwing a beach party at 
four as a sort of first gun for the Cruickshank’s pirate party 
tonight. I hear it’s going to be the trickiest outing of the 
season.” 

“Have we got our numbers for partners yet?” asked Peggy. 

“No, Mrs. Cruickshank’s going to phone me sometime today 
about them. She’s promised I’m to get Stanley. Oh! Sally, 
do you think he’s got a girl in Havana?” cried Carlita. 

Her question jarred me back to my own jumbled thoughts 
of Yerkes. Well, did he have a girl in Cuba? 

Before I was dressed the office called to say that my car 
had been unloaded from the ship, and was on the pier. I 
decided to get it myself. Once on the pier I had to wait almost 


Sally, don’t cea I—I fell 


I—I love you, dear,” he crie 


an hour. Just as I was about to drive off a plane roared across 
the sky from the direction of Cuba. Up until that moment my 
mind had remained a terrible jumble about Stanley Yerkes, 
Carlita and myself. But as the ship swerved, and flew down 
the harbor, near the Yacht Club, all of my confusion melted 
away. He was back, safe and sound. 

Once more I was mistress of myself. I could believe what 
I wanted to believe. 


HEN a crazy thought came to me. I thought I was willing 
to make Yerkes sore with me for Carlita’s sake, but I didn’t 
like the idea of turning Monsieur against me. ; 
“Gosh, I hope the dog doesn’t get wise, and hate me,” I 
thought. 
The girls were out seeing about their pirate costumes when 
I got back to the hotel but there was a note, “See you on the 
beach. Carlita.” 
As I slipped into my white sport ensemble to meet Stanley, 
I rehearsed what my réle with him was to be. I would let 
him believe that I’d been awfully worried and was thrilled to see 
him back. After our swim I’d give him openings enough on 
the ride and then, for the fireworks! [Continued on page 119] 
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HRILLS 


One Girl Wants to Know What is Left in Life 
Now Ghat She Glas Experienced Every Chrill. 
Here is Her cAnswer Grom 


MADAME ELINOR GLYN 


were left in life. She was twenty-two, and had been 

through every shade of psychical emotion that “any girl 
in society can get by with.” I leave thoSe who read to decide 
for themselves what that means! 

She further added that she was frightened that she would 
have to take to drugs to be able to feel any new exhilaration. 
It was a very sad: letter and she asked me, as she knew 
numbers of other girls in the same state of disillusionment, 
to answer it in some public manner so as to help them all. 

And I have chosen Smart SET. 

To begin with, we must analyze what thrills are? Accord- 
ing to the dictionary that I happen to 
have in front of me “thrill” means: “to 


A were wrote to me the other day and asked what thrills 


more. She does not know if she is in love at the moment or 
not, because she has felt the same toward eight or ten other 
men in the last year or so. Often, when she returns at dawn 
from a night club, she asks herself, “What is the good of it 
all?” What, indeed? 


YLVIA has to have double the amount of cocktails to give 
her pep now, and unless she inhales the countless cigarettes 
she smokes, she gets no soothing effect out of them. 

The theaters bore her. If there is no big “kick” in the 
plays, if they are not about murders or lurid crimes, they are 
just back numbers. There seems to be nothing new under the sun. 

Everything is weariness. The cry of 
her heart is, ““Must I go on with this for 


forty years more?” 


affect strongly, to cause a sharp shivering 
sensation.” 


But the proof that Sylvia’s soul is awak- 
ening, is that she found time and energy 


Music, beauty, ecstasy, and danger cause ° 
6 all you girls to write to a sympathetic stranger for ad- 


thrills and all for the same reason. They 


stir the imagination, which then branches who are seek- 


vice and help, as a drowning man catches 
at a straw. 


off into whatever particular aspect of the , y 
ing thrills beyond Now what is to be done about her, and 


case interests the individual. While the 


thrill is upon him, he feels exaltation; he thrills ecAlCadame her prototypes? 


Their first new thrill should be a little 


feels interest; he knows he is alive! | oar : 
Glyn says thereisone self-discipline: say, to do something every 


Some unnamed thing matters to him. 


day for a week that is arduous and disagree- 


moves notes dead. lite thrill awaiting able; each day registering with pride the 


it is never dull, never dead. A thrill is life. 


Groping humanity, with its eyes bandaged, greater than any you fact that disinclination has been dominated. 


That will be a tonic to the brain nerves 


longs for thrills. ever experi- 
But to bring it down to physical things, have : and prove a real stimulation. 
Satia- enced—the thrill of Then a system of gradual retreat from 


it is the nerves which record thrills. 


the over demonstrative boy friends. 


tion dulls sensation, and the nerves, which - 
SELF - CMASTERY effect of resisting will stimulate the cells 


reacted at first in the most interesting way, 
eventually become jaded, and finally, are 


which control the will. Then the instinct 


for conquest will be aroused so that Syl- 


unable to respond. The thrill has departed. 

That is what has happened to Sylvia. 
I am going to call her Sylvia because it is 
an ethereal name, and this tragic creature was once ethereal. 

Sylvia goes out with boy friends, who fondle her and caress 
her in shadowed corners at dances or in automobiles—all of 
them, not only her own particular beau. The result is that 
her nerves no longer register any unusual sensation at the 
touch. 

She, like thousands of other modern girls, has known every- 
thing by hearsay since she was twelve years old, and her 
desire to investigate personally has been aroused. That has 
been half her motive for flirting—curiosity! 


UT nothing of the soul has entered into it. There was 
no romance, “that spiritual disguise created by the im- 
agination to envelop material happenings and desires, so that 
they may be in greater harmony with the soul.” All poor 
Sylvia has known, from fifteen to twenty-two, has been the 
physical reaction to promiscuous male caresses. 
She is suffering from over-stimulation and she thrills no 


via will suddenly take pride in making her 
emotions obey her spirit’s command. _ 

Then curiosity will come to life again; a new field will 
be opened; pride will help by suggesting that it will be 
amusing to conquer the longing for the insidious drug, nicotine, 
distilled from her countless cigarettes. 

Finally, Sylvia will begin to think! She will have opened 
Pandora's box and, among all the evils, will find at the bottom, 
hope. And so the possibility of thrills will begin again, only 
purified. For of what use is it to tune a violin string to the 
breaking point, when your real desire is to make sweet music: 
Of what use drugs and alcohol to encourage “thrills”? None 
whatever, unless the aim is disease and death. If it is, then 
the sooner it is over with, the better. But if it is not, 
do as clever nurses do with nervous patients who toss 
and fro and are uncomfortable in any position—make them 
lie still until any change is a delicious relief. Then comes 
sleep, from which they awaken cured. ie 

This is my answer to Sylvia: There is a thrill awaiting her 
greater than any she has ever had, and that is self-mastery- 
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cA thrill may be pleasant or painful, but it is never dull, never dead. 

- A thrill is life. Groping humanity, with its eyes bandaged, longs for 

thrills. But—what use is it to tune a violin to the breaking point when 
your real desire is to make sweet music? 
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Thursday night, 
after midnight. 
I ought to be in 
bed but I’m too 
excited. 


EAR Angie: 
Well, it’s hap- 
pened; I’ve got a 
new one! I‘ promised to 
tell you when I did; so 
here goes the old type- 
writer again. I have a felt 
pad under it now to deaden 
the sound, and, anyway, 
Mama is a peach about 
it. She says it never 
keeps her awake at night, 
and as long as I feel a 
real urge to write she will 
never discourage me, and 
the rhythm of it coming 
from my room helps her 
to fall asleep, even when 

I’m writing poetry. 

To begin at the begin- 
ning, I came home from 
business this afternoon, 
and there was Mama 
stretched out on the dav- 
enport, dead tired. She 
had just come in from a 
hard day at the Vanity 
Shop, where a_ perfect 
stream of women kept 
coming and going, but as 
soon as I told her what 
had happened at the office 
she certainly sat up and 
took notice. 

“I've got a new boy 
friend,” I said, and 
Mama stared at me, sur- 
prised. 

“What’s happened to 
Jerry Andrews?” 


| 
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“Noteing. That’s the 
trouble; nothing ever hap- 
pens to Jerry. I just de- 
cided to break with him.” 

“But I thought you 
liked Jerry. He’s a nice 
kid and he seems to wear well and he’s awfully ambitious.” 

“Yes, but I’ve got a new man now. Wait till you see him!” 

She said, “Who is it this time?” You know Mama! And 
when I said: “Mr. Tatham. He’s coming to call tonight,” she 
looked surprised. “What! Your boss?” 

“Yes. Why not?” 

“Isn’t he much older than you are?” 

“What difference does that make? He’s only thirty or 
thirty-one. Besides, I'm sick of the usual run of young men 


When I went into the living room I stopped dead in my tracks. There 
in his arms. 


’m 


I just stood there and trembled with rage. 


I see. They have no intellect. Mr. Tatham is interesting.’ 
That was the way the conversation went. I told Mama 
how desperately lonely I thought Reed Tatham was, and I 
don’t suppose he knows twenty people in Westerly, that is 
socially, for he’s new in town and only came. to take care of 
the agency in October, just two weeks after I went there. 
told Mama how well he'd look sitting on the davenport un- 
der the bridge lamp. He’s gorgeous-looking! ‘Tall and broad- 
shouldered and wears a brown suit. I think he looks well in 
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Intimate Letters 


of a Love-sick Girl 


With “Drawings 
from Life 


of it again. He told Mama 
that he thought what she had 
done with the Vanity Shop was 
very interesting—starting a 
business of her own like that, 
remodelling the garage after 
Papa’s death and putting it 
on a paying basis and bring- 
ing me up at the same time, 
and everything. Mama 
smiled. She was pleased, I 
could see; and she really 
looked stunning. She said 
the only thing she really de- 
served credit for was for not 
spelling shop “s-h-o-p-p-e.” 

Then Mama got Mr. 
Tatham started talking books, 
and I thought he’d never 
finish, until I put a record 
on the phonograph and 
pushed back the rug and 
asked him to dance while 
Mama went out and got the 
eatsready. Hedances divinely, 
Angie. I was pleasantly sur- 
prised, and I let him hold me 
as tight as he wanted to. 


THINK I made an im- 

pression on him, for I know 
he liked Mama’s sandwiches. 
Everybody does; you know 
that. And he agreed with 
me that poetry was marvel- 
ous. When I told him that 
I wrote free verse, and asked 
him if he didn’t think it was 
a marvelous medium for 
self-expression he was greatly 
impressed. I pretended not 
to be looking at him but to 
be gazing off into the dis- 
tance. I was really looking 
in the mirror opposite the 
davenport—you know, the 
one with the Florentine frame 


sat “Reed and eWama on the davenport and ‘Reed was holding eACama 
ashamed of you, Alama,” I said. “Gow could you be so deceitful?” 


brown; he’s so blond and he’s got hazel-colored eyes and the 
Micest smile. You just can’t help loving him when he smiles. 
Well, I asked Mama to help me entertain him and give him 
some of her nice jelly sandwiches and cocoa, and she did, and 
everything went fine. 

Mr. Tatham admired the living room and said it was the 
first homelike place he’d been in since he came to Westerly 
to live. His room at the hotel, he says, is just a place where 
you want to sleep and shave as quick as you can and get out 


and I could see Mr. Tatham 
looking at me, kind of 
amazed. I don’t think he’s 
ever known a girl like me be- 
fore—one who, besides b¢- 
ing attractive, was intelligent too. You know what I ean. 
ell, anyway, he had a good time, because he stayed until 
eleven o’clock and when he got up to go he asked Mama if 
he might call again. He was really very polite and almost old- 
fashioned about it, asking her instead of me. It was very touch- 
ing; he said that nothing had done more to relieve his loneli- 
ness since he had been in Westerly than these three hours spent 
in our company. 
After he had gone I told Mama that the evening had cer- 
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tainly gone over with 
a bang and I bet he’d 
come again inside of a 
week. But all Mama 
would say was: “I 
think he had a good 
time.” She’s conserva- 
tive, but you know 
Mama. 

I told her that as 
soon as I knew Mr. 
Tatham a little better 
I was going to strike 
him to let me write 
some of the advertis- 
ing copy in the office. 
I don’t want to go on 
being just a stenog all 
my life. I think I'll 
show him some of the 
stories and poems I 
wrote for the Panorama 
when I was in school. 
Gee, that seems a long 
while ago! Why, only 
the other day on the 
way to business I passed 
the high school and it 
didn’t seem _ possible 
that it was only last 
June that I graduated 
there. And here it is 
January, and I’ve been 
going to business for 
four whole months. 


R. TATHAM is 
the most eligible 


gets mad. She laughed 
finally and said: “All 
right, Betty, if you 
want to shame me, but 
I think I'll hide my 
eyes.” 

Here is the poem: 


CYNIC Moon 
The moon is a cynic of 
the midnight skies 
Who has taken so many 

mistress-stars in his 


arms 
That he no longer be- 
lieves in true love. 
He laughs at us 
And behind each cloud 
Plies his amorous in- 
trigues. 
I =— if I will ever 


Behind a cloud. 


It must have inm- 
pressed Reed for he 
looked over at Mama, 
rather queerly, as if 
not knowing quite what 
to say. I think he 
would have said some- 
thing to me if we had 
been alone. Then I let 
him read “To Beauty” 
and “Once In Your 
Arms,” and after that 
I got him to go for a 
motor ride up to North 
Mountain. At first he 


male who has crossed 
my path in all that 
time, and I’m glad now 
that I broke off with 
Jerry Andrews. He’s 
so young and unsophis- 
ticated. Anyway, now 
that I've met Mr. Tatham 1 don’t ever want to play around 
with any high school boy again. ' 

I saw a bunch of them going in to school the other morning 
and they were nothing but kids! They look awfully immature. 

And I met Professor Wilson and he said: “We feel your 
loss in the dramatic club this year.” It seems they have no- 
body to play the leads now—that is, nobody who can really 
handle them. I told Professor Wilson I’d be willing to come 
over evenings once in a while and help coach the kids, but he 
said that really wouldn't solve his difficulty. 

Well, Angie, I'll let you know as soon as Mr. Tatham comes 
again, and now I must end this epistle or I'll be falling asleep 
over the typewriter. Write me soon, and let me know what 
you think of my new conquest. Bye! 

Betty. 


Tuesday night 
p. m. 
EAR Angie: 
I’m staying in tonight so I can write you and tell you 
about last night. Reed was here again. 

He’s been over five times in the last two weeks and, if you 
ask me, I think he was hard hit. We sat around the living 
room with Mama for a while, and then I got some of my 
poems and showed them to Reed, including a new one entitled 
“Cynic Moon.” Mama tried her best to keep me from hand- 
ing it to him. She didn’t get mad, of course; Mama never 


‘‘{.o0k at the moon,” | said to “Reed, “kissing some star 

behind that cloud.” And I looked right up into his eyes. 

He kissed me. ‘Right there in that lovely field of snow 
he took me in his arms and kissed me 


didn’t want to go. 
“What? this 
winter’s night?” he 
said, but I answered: 
“What’s a little snow? 
Besides, it’s beautiful.” 
So we drove up past 
the country club and when we got to the top of the hill I 
made him stop and get out with me. It was lovely and 
deserted, Angie; the snow was just like six or seven inches 
of moonlight all around. 
I went up close to Reed. / 
“Look there’s the moon,” I said, “kissing some star behind 
that cloud.” And I looked right up in his eyes—Reed’s, I 
mean, not the moon’s—and said: “I wonder if I will ever live 
behind a cloud.” 


A= he kissed me, Angie! He did! Right there in that 
lovely field of snow he took me in his arms and kissed me, 
not very long or satisfactorily, but still he did kiss me. He was 
awfully funny about it, and sort of naive. He stepped back, 
afterwards, as if he were ashamed. 

“Why the devil did I do that? Now I won’t be able to look 
your mother in the face!” 

But I told him: “Don’t be silly.” 

He made me climb into the car then and we drove back to 
the house. On the way I tried to analyze my feelings. Do you 
know what conclusion I have come to? I think I’m in love 
with Reed. And it thrills me all over, Angie. I never f 
this way about Jerry Andrews in all the time I was going W! 
him. It was high school stuff anyway! Besides, I’ve known 
Jerry so long that if I ever felt a thrill in his presence I'd 
think he was somebody else. 
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Saturday afternoon, 
right after a good 
lunch at home 


EAR Angie, whom I have neglected shamefully: 

And I can’t give you much time now either. You'll be 
complaining to me the way Jerry Andrews does. He called up 
a few minutes ago and wanted to know if I’d lost my voice. I 
used to telephone him once in a while, he said, but now I don’t 
even seem (0 know how to answer the phone when he’s at the 
other end. “Jerry,” I said, “don’t try to be comic. It’s only 
painful.” And I told him I was a very busy person and couldn’t 
indulge in airy persiflage at such a moment. So he hung up. 
And it’s true, Angie; I can’t even pause long enough today to 
write you a decent letter, because any minute Reed is likely 
to show up. 


Guess what! He’s coming to take Mama and me skiing. 


Betty. 


The first Sunday in 
March, after a very 
long silence 


Angie: 

I'll try to catch up with what has happened. You know 
that ski party we went on three weeks ago? Well, it was very 
exciting. Mama tried to take the hill at the steepest point and 
she took a pretty spill and twisted her ankle and Reed had to 
carry her. 

Reed has been coming over nearly every night. My dear, 
he practically lives here! But we haven’t done much except 
sit around the living room with Mama, who is really getting 
to be quite a problem. 

Reed is always polite to her, of course; he talks books 
and plays and business with Mama, and all that, but I do 
think she might vacate once in a while and let us have the 
living room to ourselves. But it never seems to occur to her. 

By the way, I’m enclosing a copy of my latest poem, “To 
His Hazel-Colored Eyes.” I must cut you off short again, 
Angie, for I hear his car outside. He’s coming for tea. I’m 
rather nonplussed by this problem of getting rid of Mama. 
More anon. 

Betty. 


Wednesday night 
at a late hour 
EAR Angie: 
Well, we’ve had a scene here this evening, Mama and I. 
Of course, I couldn’t say anything to Reed; he’s so darned 


erry me on the 
street, “ello, stranger,” 
he said. “Want to make 
a date tonight?” im- 
agine that! “Jerry,” I said, 
you're so frightfully young” 
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polite! But after he went tonight I had it out with Mama; 
it was the only thing to do, I decided. 

“Now, Mama,” I said, “you don’t want to crash in on all our 
evenings, do you?” 

“Why, no,” she said, “not if you don’t want me. I thought 
you and Reed liked to have me around.” 

“I do, in a sense, Mama. But there’s one thing the older 
generation will never understand in the younger-——” 

“You can stop right there, Betty! I may be a generation 
ahead of you, but only in biological progression. I married at 
sixteen, remember, and I refuse to be labeled ‘antique’ at my 
age. Besides, Reed is almost as old as I am.” 


“Dear <Angie:- 
I’m staying in to- 
night so I can 


write you 

last night. “Reed 

was here again. . 
If you ask me, I fe 


think he’s pretty 


“But it’s different with a man,” I told her. 

Of course, Mama is one of the youngest mothers you ever 
saw, and stunning looking, as everybody agrees, but you just 
have to forget that when you're dealing with a problem like 
mine. Reed and I have to be alone together once in a while. 

“We don’t need a chaperon,” I said, “not in this day and 
age. Besides, you never sat around the living room when 
Jerry Andrews used to call on me.” I had to be down- 
right frank with her. “Reed comes to see me, Mama, not 
you! Please remember that.” 

“But you asked me to help you entertain him.” 

“Only at first. We can take care of ourselves now.” 

Well, Mama began to cry and the tears ran down her face. 
She had had a hard day in the shop, and her nerves were kind 
of on edge, I guess, and, besides, you know how sensitive 
Mama is. I told her: 


“ES SORRY if I hurt your feelings, Mama. But sometimes 
the best thing is to inflict a wound and have it over with. 
You'll get over it and thank me for it later. See if you don’t.” 

Well, she dried her eyes and sat up straight again with a 
sort of tenseness in her face—that look that makes her seem 
so spiritual at times. Mama is spiritual, don’t you think, 
Angie? That is, more than most mothers? 

“What do you want me to do when Reed calls?” she asked. 

I told her she could go upstairs and read in her room, or she 
could go across the street and visit with Mrs. Hilker. 

“Oh, heavens!” Mama groaned. “Mrs. Hilker! Why don’t 
you and Reed, if you want to be alone, go out for a walk, or 
ride in his car?” 

“Reed likes to stay in the house. I suppose he’s tired after 
the day in the office.” 

Besides, it’s not much fun motoring in all this snow and 
slush, and Reed loves our living room, Angie; he likes the 
way the lights are arranged, the bookcases, and everything. 
But wait till spring comes, I'll get [Continued on page 104] 
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of cA SPINSTER 


of marriage. 

Since I was eighteen I have watched my chums go 
I have visited them in their homes, resplendent 
They'd bill and coo with the love light in 


M Y FRIENDS’ matrimonial troubles have scared me out 


to the altar. 
with wedding gifts. 
their eyes. 

Although they didn’t suspect it, I envied them. I consoled 
myself with the assurance that some day I, too, would meet 
my Prince Charming and live happily ever after. I had illu- 
sions about marriage then. 

Alas! In a short time the honeymoon glow invariably faded. 
My chums, one by one, wept bitter tears on my shoulder and 
confided tales of marital woe in my ear. 

Since then countless wailing wives have fled to me for sanc- 
tuary. I’ve been told every sin of omission and commission 
that takes the joy out of married life. I’ve sat with them in 
consultations with lawyers, while the minutest details of do- 
mestic strife were frankly unfolded. I’ve gone with them to 
doctors in search of a cure for shattered nerves. I’ve helped 
them pack trunks prior to leaving their husbands for good. 
I’ve served as a witness at their divorce trials. 

Odd as it may seem every intimate woman friend I have 
ever had has been divorced or is unhappy with her husband. 
Most of them have been divorced once, four of them twice, and 
two of them three times. 


NE OF the three-time divorcées is at present resting on her 
matrimonial wreckage. She is living in a state of single 
blessedness, with her young son by her first marriage, in a lux- 
urious seashore home, on the interest from the lump sum of 
alimony received from her first husband. The other has had the 
courage of her marrying mania and has gone on to the fourth 
who happens to be more than ten years her junior. Two years 
have glided by more or less smoothly since their union. Never- 
theless any mail is liable to bring me a letter from her telling 
me her fourth bubble of romance has burst. : 

The overwhelming tide of matrimonial troubles that have 
flowed around me has not been a matter of geography. It has 
been widespread during my nomadic existence. In the Middle 
West city of my birth they’d call at my mother’s home to tell 
me their troubles or summon me to their own domains. In 
New York, where I occupy a furnished apartment from time 
to time, wives fleeing from home and husband, have come singly 
or in pairs and remained for different lengths of time. So reg- 
ular an occurrence has this been, that I call my four walls, 
wherever they may be, “The Refuge for Matrimonial Derelicts.” 

I have been told that I have been unfortunate in my choice 
of friends. Not at all. They are normal women with the usual 


ells 


feminine complexities. They belong to all sets of humanity 
from the social realm to various artistic professions. They may 
have annoying quirks of temperament, but who hasn’t? 


CF; THE other hand the men they married seem on the 
surface to be normal male beings. Good fellows, good 
providers and law abiding citizens. Yet somehow in each case 
after the delirium of romance drifted into the commonplace of 
day by day domesticity, the feathers flew. 

The strangest part of it all is that couples among my close 
friends have not hesitated to stage a family battle in my pres- 
ence. Aghast, I have heard their tirades against each other. 
Dumbfounded, I’ve seen the expression of hatred, at least a 
temporary hatred, on their faces. They probably kissed and 
made up an hour later. They reminded me of two savage 


paused and proposed. Then they have 

gone on their way, sent forth by my fear of the 
unhappiness that has befallen my 


en have come into my life. 
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eMUSS CMCAY CERF is a well known society reporter, and 

her personal experiences with married folk as related in her 

article are reinforced through what she has learned of marital 
strife in high life from the outside looking in 


beasts beating in protest against the bars of a mutual cage. 

“If this be marriage,” I have said to myself over and over 
again, “there will be no wedding bells for me.” And I have 
clung to that resolution. 

My protracted single state is not due to lack of opportunity. 
Of course that’s what all old maids say but it’s the truth 
nevertheless. I’ve had my chances aplenty. Some of them 
good, some of them not so good. I gave each one of them 
careful consideration but eventually I turned them down. 


By 
MAY CERF 


Who Also 
Gives Ger 
Specifications 
for the 


Kind of ean 


Men have come into my life. They 
have paused and proposed. Then they 
have gone on their way again, sent 
forth by my fear of the eventual un- 
happiness that has befallen my friends. 

“Why not take a chance?” my di- 
vorced friends have asked me. “There’s 
always divorce.” 


ES, there is always that way out. 
Divorce is frequently the lesser of 
two evils. I approve of it for others 
but I don’t want one in my own life. 
I’ve heard too many husbands and 
wives tear each other’s reputations to 
tatters in the divorce court, not to 
have the thought of one fill me with 
abhorrence. 

That is one of my strongest preju- 
jices. If a divorce were to become 
necessary, I think I’d crawi into a re- 
mote corner and never emerge. Some- 
thing in me would be_ hopelessly 
crushed. When I marry, if I ever do, 
I intend to stay married. 

Several times I had about made up 
my mind to take the fatal leap when 
along would come a weeping wife, expouriding at length the 
domestic unhappiness caused by a husbandly shortcoming that 
happened to be the predominant fault of my current suitor. 

There was Charles W—, one of the leading lights in the 
medical profession in my own home town. He was broad shoul- 
dered and square jawed. The only indication of weakness was 
a pair of dreamy eyes. He was sound as the Rock of Gibraltar 
professionally, but romantically he was as unstable as auick- 
sand. When he turned his attention [Continued on page 84 
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HAT do I think about our flaming youth? 
Not so hot! Plenty warm enough, but not alto- 
gether burning up. 

I’ve had a pretty good look at our flappers and our young 
folks generally. No one has had a better opportunity to see 
them in action than I have. For years I have been leading my 
jazz band in cabarets and night clubs and theaters, watching 
my band with one eye, and watching and studying my public 
with the other. It’s part of my business to study my public. 

For years I have been bringing joy to people in terms of 
rhythm and harmony and the stimulated energy awakened by 
my music, and so I have seen America both at work and at 
play. I have seen our flaming youth, as well as our flaming 
middle age, at countless parties; our wild young women at their 
wildest; our fast-stepping young fellows at their fastest. And 
I’ve seen them in England, France, Germany and all over 


You Gell ’Em, “Paul! 


Every Once Jn cA While “People Ask eAle What 
Ghink cAbout Che Way The Young Golks 
Carry On, And cAbout Che Effect Of Ghe 
Intimate “Dances Of Goday. ‘Well, Gere Goes 


Europe. I’ve seen high society. I’ve seen the regular people. 
I’ve seen royalty. I’ve seen them all doing the same dances, 
drinking the same drinks and enjoying themselves more or less 
the same way. I’ve had a good chance to size them up. 

Every once in a while people ask me what I think about the 
way the young folks carry on, and about the effect of the inti- 
mate dances of today, such as the wiggly-wiggly in which @ 
couple apparently tries to dance on a space the size of a postage 
stamp. 

Well, for one thing, flaming youth wants to look just as flam- 
ing as possible. Young people always did want to show off. 
The youngsters want speed, and especially they want to look 
speedy. That’s natural enough. Our jazz music helps to give 
them speed, and there’s health in the exercise. But at the same 
time they want the world to see it. If they drink, they want 
some one to know it. 


/TCHE youngsters want extremes in dress, so that they will 
be noticed. They want the world to see their silk legs, and 
they would like to have you think that they are just a little 
daring and a little shocking. They want a cut-out on the car, 
but also they like to drive with four-wheel brakes. They want 
rakish looking automobiles, and especially roadsters that they 
can drive with the top down, even in winter, so that 
will see them. But our fathers and mothers, and grandpas and 
grandmas would have done the same thing if they could have 
had our automobiles in their day. 
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BLT 


How Blaming Youth Looks 
Go the King of fazz 


The young folks are just trying to get a kick out of life, 
and you can’t blame them for that. Sometimes they are ready 
to go to any lengths to get it, but young people have always 
been like that. It’s the nature of youth to be more or less wild 
and impetuous, if they’ve got much life. They want speed, 
and they step pretty fast. But the real speedy ones are the 
motorcycle riders. They get a big kick! But this motorcycle 
bunch don’t drink. They don’t need to! 


pee the strange thing is that people talk about jazz 
corrupting our youth. They talk about our night clubs 
and wild parties and jazz dancing, but they forget all about 
the old-time dance halls. : 

All you need to do is to look back at. the public dance halls 
before jazz was ever heard of, before any one ever heard of 
saxophones, when the music was made by fiddles and man- 
dolins and people never dreamed of a fox-trot. Some of those 
old dance halls were pretty fierce, but in any case it had nothing 
to do with the music. It was because the people who wanted 
that kind of thing made them what they were. That is equally 
true today, of all forms of amusement. It was true when they 
built the pyramids, and probably half a million years before 
that. There has always been a certain amount of immorality 
in every civilization. Is our civilization any worse or any bet- 
ter than the others? I don’t know. Everybody says it’s worse, 
but I wouldn’t say so. I doubt it. 

They talk about the petting or necking. Well, perhaps if 


there were no petting there would be no marriages and no chil- 
dren, and the world wouldn’t go on. 

What kind of girls do I see at the night clubs? All kinds. 
Mostly they are normal, nice girls, looking for amusement in a 
very natural way, and finding it. It depends partly upon the 
kind of night club, and there are all kinds. There are the smart 
clubs, patronized by society people. There are the profes- 
sional night clubs, where you find the best professional people, 
more or less identified with a society element. And there are 
other clubs to appeal to other classes. 

In the long run it is all a matter of the individual. Murder 
is murder, whether you do it with an ax or a twenty-two auto- 
matic. It doesn’t matter whether it is done in a shabby night 
club or in a millionaires’ lay-out. There is as much moral 
laxity, and even more, among those who have the most money 
and the most leisure. It doesn’t go with hard work. 


HEN a country gets prosperous there is always an in- 

crease in immorality. , Maybe that is why God gives us 
wars. It seems we need them to put us back where we've got 
to start in to work hard all over again. When people have to 
struggle just to live, they haven’t any energy to waste. When 
they are busy enough their minds are occupied. 

Europe was too prosperous before the war. It’s the same 
here now, though I don’t see that we are any worse than they 
are on the other side. An English gentleman, though he is re- 
spectably and happily married, may [Continued on page 90] 
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battled my way to the girl, caught 

her up in my arms and leaped through 
the window. Near the guarded gate | 
stopped and stood her on her feet. 
“You must go,” 1 began. “I can get you 
by the guards—” cA powerful search- 
light flooded us and we were face to face 

with the Commandante of ‘Police 


Ose 


ueen? 


Che Self Gold 
cAdventures 


of a Secret Service ean 


to keep silent than to tell all. Whether this is true or 

not in my own case, I can’t be sure. But I do know that 
the tales whispered about me since the Mexican diamond trial 
are not helping me and there seems to be only one way to stop 
them—to tell my own story, truthfully, fully, and without 
apology. After all, it is natural that those tales should arise, 
for my enemies in Southern California are many and powerful 
and they have everything to gain by placing me in an unfavor- 
able light before the world. 

Thanks to them a great many people have wondered for the 
past year just how successful I really was in running down my 
last case. Before that it had been my good fortune never to 
have been sent on a clue without seeing it through to a suc- 

cessful end. But that 
last case, the one that 
had to do with the 
greatest band of dope 
and diamond smugglers 
this country has ever 
known — well, there 
were some ugly rumors 
of my helping at least 
one of the leaders to 
get away. 

“Ask Jim Drayton of 
the Secret Service,” 
men said with an in- 
sulting look. “He ought 
to know.” 

Yes, I knew. I knew 
too that in a sense, one of the leaders did get away, so whether 
it is wise or not, I’m going to tell the story just as it hap- 
pened and then both my friends and my enemies can be the 
judges. 

It all began one day in early spring when the chief called 
me into his office at San Francisco. On the desk before him 
lay a little circular box filled with white powder and two large 
uncut stones that looked like Brazilian diamonds. As my eyés 
fell on these objects he nodded. ; 

“Yes, it’s about them I've wired for you. Dope and dia- 
monds.” He was silent a moment in thought. “Jim, if we 
could take these two things out of the world, we could do away 


Teo comes a time, I suppose, when it does more harm 
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with half the detectives ana\ 
secret police and never miss \ 
them.” He leaned forward. 
“Of course, I don’t have to tell 
you that the Mexican border 
has always been a thorn in our 
side when it comes to smug- 
glers. But I don’t know 
whether you have heard lately 
of the gang operating some- 
where south of the line and 
making a specialty of opium 
and diamonds. No ordinary 
gang, or they wouldn’t bother 
me. From all I can gather 
they have agents spread north 
of us and east of us and a 
thorough organization for buy- 
ing, smuggling, and selling. The 
whole Pacific coast seems to 
be their stamping ground. 
“Right now I'd have no dif- 
ficulty in putting my hands on 
thalf dozen of the outfit, but 
they're only the small fish. 
ewhere above is the directing brain and that’s the bird we 
want. I’m going to smash -that thing up. I’ve chosen you. 
For one thing, I’m not getting any younger and when the time 
tomes for me to step out, I’d like you to take my place. You're 
young but you'll grow out of that and if you’re successful on 
this case, it’ll go a long ways toward promotion. Get them. 
Over in Mexico in Tia Juana the police will do everything they 
tan to help you, if you need them. But my advice would be, 
don’t let a single soul in on it until you’re ready to spring the 
trap. Too many leaks are possible. Neither do I want any- 
body to know we're on the lookout for them so if you get into 
ties over there in Mexico, don’t call on this office to help 
you out. You'll be entirely on your own.” 
He stopped for a while and drummed irritably with his fin- 
Sets on the table. 
“This opium business,” he went on, “has become an obses- 
sion with me. I can stand for their bringing most things into 
this country, but they’re not going to flood us with that stuff 
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chap, José, they called him. Toward 


while I have a man or a dollar left to fight them with.” 
Then he looked up and smiled that sudden, pleasant smile 
of his and we shook hands. 
“It may take you a month,” he said as I picked up my 
hat, “or a year. But get over into Tia Juana before the week’s 
out.” 


IA. JUANA. Always Tia Juana when some particular 

rascality is brewing in the western underworld. At times I 
think the entrance to hell itself must be somewhere in Tia 
Juana. That may surprise” you if you’ve ever been there, 
especially if you’ve been a tourist, for then you have really 
never seen Tia Juana. You've only seen that double row of 
shacks and saloons where you can buy poor beer and drop your 
quarters into slot machines that give you a ten-to-one chance 
for your money. But you haven’t begun to see the sinister 
world of crime and misery that wé of the Secret Service know 
for Tia Juana. 

It’s likely you’ve never even heard of La Culebra, that com- 
bination dance-hall, gambling den, and thieves’ club just on 
the boundary of Tia Juana and not far from the little red mud 
fort. The man who serves you your beer in La Culebra may 
be a perfectly prosaic bartender or he may be agent for a 
dozen underworld gangs. In any event, it’s a safe bet that if 
your own actions are a little aside from the ordinary, there 
will be more than one pair of keen eyes watching you, espe- 
cially if you stay too long. Then, too, not every one that goes 
to Tia Juana comes out again. Women go there, who never 
want to come out. Men flee there for protection and some- 
times find only the protection of death. A silent, inscrutable, 
thoroughly villainous little blot of twisted humanity out there 
on the edge of the desert. That’s Tia Juana. 

So it was only natural that I should cast about with more 
care than usual for the best réle to assume before I went south 
of the line. All the way down to San Diego I thought it over. 
And finally it came to me that my best disguise would be that 
of some temporarily down-at-the-heel Mexican, some black 
sheep of one of the better families who for reasons best known 
to himself was lying low for a time. That would give me an 
opportunity to mix in with any level of human society that 
might prove most useful. The rdle of a Mexican was easy for 
me since I had lived ten years in Mexico City while my father 
was in the embassy there and I spoke the language as well as 
any border Mexican ever speaks it. 

So all this may have been the reason why two nights later a 
thoroughly disreputable young Mexican slouched up to the bar 
at La Culebra and asked for a glass of tequila. I took two 
drinks.of that vile, fiery liquid and as I pulled a coin from my 
pocket, an uncut diamond of moderate size rolled from my 
hand on to the bar. I snatched at it, but not before the bar- 
tender had time to see what it was. Then I paid for my 
drinks, and, slouching over to a table, picked up a pack of tat- 
tered cards and dealt myself a hand of Mexican solitaire, the 
game they cal! Baraja. 


ROM the corner of my eye I could see the bartender. 

beckoning to a little wrinkled Mexican who sat smoking 
at the further end. A few whispered words between them and 
a bit later my wrinkled man was standing silently before me, 
watching my game with intent interest. I didn’t get 
many cards on the board that hand and, as I cursed 
and reshuffled, the Mexican laughed and clapped me 
on the shoulder. 

“Unlucky at cards, eh, amigo?” he said. “Well. 
don’t despair, there are other things more easy. But 
look, you are alone as I am, so let us drink together 
to this fickle goddess of fortune.” 

He led me back to the bar and be- “i 
fore the evening was over I had struck 
up a close acquaintance with the little 


midnight José began a few guarded 
inquiries as to my scruples against 
making a little money and I was very careful to give him the 
impression that money was something I'd do anything in the 
world for, provided of course, it didn’t require too many 
chances. 

“But money” I said as we parted, “after all, | myself know 
ways to get that. Perhaps my ways are better than yours.” 


We arranged to meet at La Culebra the following night ang 
I went back to my room in the little fonda feeling I had mad 
very fair progress in so short a time. Obviously José was ig 
terested in that diamond of mine. Whether he was interes 
from the standpoint of a smuggier, or from the standpoint 
sticking a knife between my ribs and relieving me of it 
couldn’t even guess. But it was something to have made th 
beginnings of an acquaintance with some one from the undel 
world. For that world, you know, is like a huge, intrica 
spider web. On the edges of it you encounter a thread ham 
and a thread there and each thread, if you're able to follow 
leads you toward the center where the governing power lid 
But you have to follow those threads slowly and with care, ¢ 
you may not come back to tell about the things you learned 

Now I won't relate every detail of how in the next thre 
months I came to learn more and more and became closer and 
closer affiliated with that smuggling band, for José turned out 
after all, to be one of them. I learned that -in less than g 
month. I learned, too, that he was a kind of obscure lieutenant, 
not one of the big fish. But through José I came to learn a 
little of the activities and methods of that band. Three times, 
too, I made myself useful to José and his gang by helping them 
smuggle some shipments of diamonds across the border. Curi- 
ously enough, each shipment was seized later, but my own part 
in the business went off perfectly. 

And I was learning. Daily I grew more convinced that the 
band was even larger and wider spread than the chief himself 
realized. I began to feel the existence of some powerful in- 
fluence behind it all. Some cunning brain with an ability to 
work under cover and conceal tracks such as I had seldom 
encountered in my own years of battling with the underworld. 


‘SOMEONE, somewhere was in command who possessed 
more than ordinary genius for organization and who had 
daring and imagination far greater than that of the ordinary 
criminal. He was the one I must wait on. For after all, it’s 
worse than useless to imprison the pawns in a game like this 
and let the leaders go. It only means that within a year those 
same leaders have a new and still more carefully worked-out 
organization than before, and you have gained nothing. 

Even after José had come to trust me and accept me for what 
I seemed to be, even then most careful inquiries brought no 
satisfactory answer as to the kind of man their chief was. So 
at the end of three months I was only a little further advanced 
than I had been on that first night. 

One thing, though, aided. That was my growing reputation 
for learning the plans and movements of ihe Tia Juana police. 
It was a helpful thing to the band, but if they had known how 
I got my information they might not have felt so comforted. 
Of course, it wasn’t all clear progress. There were setbacks 
and false trails, one or two mistakes and sometimes whole 
weeks of tantalizingly slow work. And always the same 
baffling inscrutability of José when I sought to learn more of 
the men higher up. 

So I knew it was something out of the ordinary that prompted 
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I had been 

prepared to meet many kinds of women, but certainly not the kind who 

came toward us. Ghere was a calmness and serenity about her more 

compelling than mere beauty could be. | found a frankness that could have 

come only from absolute innocence or from one to whom evil had become 

such second nature that it left neither trace nor stain in her calm candid eves 
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HAT do I think about our flaming youth? 


Not so hot! Plenty warm enough, but not alto- 
gether burning up. 

I’ve had a pretty good look at our flappers and our young 
folks generally. No one has had a better opportunity to see 
them in action than I have. For years I have been leading my 
jazz band in cabarets and night clubs and theaters, watching 
my band with one eye, and watching and studying my public 
with the other. It’s part of my business to study my public. 

For years I have been bringing joy to people in terms of 
rhythm and harmony and the stimulated energy awakened by 
my music, and so I have seen America both at work and at 
play. I have seen our flaming youth, as well as our flaming 
middle age, at countless parties; our wild young women at their 
wildest; our fast-stepping young fellows at their fastest. And 
I’ve seen them in England, France, Germany and all over 
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You Gell ’Em, “Paul! 


Every Once Jn cA While “People Ask ee What 
Chink cAbout Ghe Way The Young Golks 
Carry On, cAnd cAbout The Effect Of Ghe 
Yntimate “Dances Of Goday. ‘Well, Goes 


Europe. I’ve seen high society. I’ve seen the regular people. 
I’ve seen royalty. I’ve seen them all doing the same dances, 
drinking the same drinks and enjoying themselves more or less 
the same way. I’ve had a good chance to size them up. 

Every once in a while people ask me what I think about the 
way the young folks carry on, and about the effect of the inti- 
mate dances of today, such as the wiggly-wiggly in which a 
couple apparently tries to. dance on a space the size of a postage 
stamp. 

Well, for one thing, flaming youth wants to look just as flam- 
ing as possible. Young people always did want to show off. 
The youngsters want speed, and especially they want to look 
speedy. That's natural enough. Our jazz music helps to give 
them speed, and there’s health in the exercise. But at the same 
time they want the world to see it. If they drink, they want 
some one to know it. 


E youngsters want extremes in dress, so that they will 

be noticed. They want the world to see their silk legs, and 
they would like to have you think that they are just a little 
daring and a little shocking. want a cut-out on the car, 
but also they like to drive with four-wheel brakes. They want 
rakish looking automobiles, and especially roadsters that they 
can drive with the top down, even in winter, so that people 
will see them. But our fathers and mothers, and grandpas and 
grandmas would have done the same thing if they could have 
had our automobiles in their day. 
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“How Youth Looks 
Go the King of Jazz 


The young folks are just trying to get a kick out of life, 
and you can’t blame them for that. Sometimes they are ready 
to go to any lengths to get it, but young people have always 
been like that. It’s the nature of youth to be more or less wild 
and impetuous, if they’ve got much life. They want speed, 
and they step pretty fast. But the real speedy ones are the 
motorcycle riders. They get a big kick! But this motorcycle 
bunch don’t drink. They don’t need to! 


a=. the strange thing is that people talk about jazz 
corrupting our youth. They talk about our night clubs 
and wild parties and jazz dancing, but they forget all about 
the old-time dance halls. 

All you need to do is to look back at the public dance halls 
before jazz was ever heard of, before any one ever heard of 
saxophones, when the music was made by fiddles and man- 
dolins and people never dreamed of a fox-trot. Some of those 
old dance halls were pretty fierce, but in any case it had nothing 
to do with the music. It was because the people who wanted 
that kind of thing made them what they were. That is equally 
true today, of all forms of amusement. It was true when they 
built the pyramids, and probably half a million years before 
that. There has always been a certain amount of immorality 
in every civilization. Is our civilization any worse or any bet- 
ter than the others? I don’t know. Everybody says it’s worse, 
but I wouldn’t say so. I doubt it. 

They talk about the petting or necking. Well, perhaps if 
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there were no petting there would be no marriages and no chil- 
dren, and the world wouldn’t go on. 

What kind of girls do I see at the night clubs? All kinds. 
Mostly they are normal, nice girls, looking for amusement in a 
very natural way, and finding it. It depends partly upon the 
kind of night club, and there are all kinds. There are the smart 
clubs, patronized by society people. There are the profes- 
sional night clubs, where you find the best professional people, 
more or less identified with a society element. And there are 
other clubs to appeal to other classes. 

In the long run it is all a matter of the individual. Murder 
is murder, whether you do it with an ax or a twenty-two auto- 
matic. It doesn’t matter whether it is done in a shabby night 
club or in a millionaires’ lay-out. There is as much moral 
laxity, and even more, among those who have the most money 
and the most leisure. It doesn’t go with hard work. 


WEEN a country gets prosperous there is always an in- 
crease in immorality. Maybe that is why God gives us 
wars. It seems we need them to put us back where we've got 
to start in to work hard all over again. When people have to 
struggle just to live, they haven't any energy to waste. When 
they are busy enough their minds are occupied. 

Europe was too prosperous before the war. It’s the same 
here now, though I don’t see that we are any worse than they 
are on the other side. An English gentleman, though he is re- 
spectably and happily married, may [Continued on page 90} 
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battled my way to the girl, caught 

her up in my arms and leaped through 
the window. Near the guarded gate | 
stopped and stood her on her feet. 
“You must go,” I began. “I can get you 
by the guards—” cA powerful search- 
light flooded us and we were face to face 

with the Commandante of ‘Police 
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Che Self Gold 
cAdventures 
of a Secret Service ean 


to keep silent than to tell all. Whether this is true or 

not in my own case, I can’t be sure. But I do know that 
the tales whispered about me since the Mexican diamond trial 
are not helping me and there seems to be only one way to stop 
them—to tell my own story, truthfully, fully, and without 
apology. After all, it is natural that those tales should arise, 
for my enemies in Southern California are many and powerful 
and they have everything to gain by placing me in an unfavor- 
able light before the world. 

Thanks to them a great many people have wondered for the 
past year just how successful I really was in running down my 
last case. Before that it had been my good fortune never to 
have been sent on a clue without seeing it through to a suc- 
cessful end. But that 
last case, the one that 
had to do with the 
greatest band of dope 
and diamond smugglers 
this country has ever 
known — well, there 
were some ugly rumors 
of my helping at least 
one of the leaders to 
get away. 

“Ask Jim Drayton of 
the Secret Service,” 
men said with an in- 
sulting look. “He ought 
to know.” 

Yes, I knew. I knew 
too that in a sense, one of the leaders did get away, so whether 
it is wise or not, I’m going to tell the story just as it hap- 
pened and then both my friends and my enemies can be the 
judges. 

It all began one day in early spring when the chief called 
me into his office at San Francisco. On the desk before him 
lay a little circular box filled with white powder and two large 
uncut stones that looked like Brazilian diamonds. As my eyes 
fell on these objects he nodded. 

“Yes, it’s about them I’ve wired for you. Dope and dia- 
monds.” He was silent a moment in thought. “Jim, if we 
could take these two things out of the world, we could do away 
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“Was She the Queen of the 
‘Diamond Smugglers? 


‘Would 1 Betray eAy Oath 
“Because | Loved Her? 


“Was She Sending Me 


with half the detectives and\ 
secret police and never miss } 
them.” He leaned forward. 
“Of course, I don’t have to tell 
you that the Mexican border 
has always been a thorn in our 
side when it comes to smug- 
glers. But I don’t know 
whether you have heard lately 
of the gang operating some- 
where south of the line and 
making a specialty of opium 
and diamonds. No ordinary 
gang, or they wouldn’t bother 
me. From all I can gather 
they have agents spread north 
of us and east of us and a 
thorough organization for buy- 
ing, smuggling, and selling. The 
whole Pacific coast seems to 
be their stamping ground. 

“Right now I’d have no dif- 
ficulty in putting my hands on 
a half dozen of the outfit, but 
they're only the small fish. 
Somewhere above is the directing brain and that’s the bird we 
want. I'm going to smash that thing up. I’ve chosen you. 
For one thing, I’m not getting any younger and when the time 
comes for me to step out, I’d like you to take my place. You're 
young but you'll grow out of that and if you're successful on 
this case, it’ll go a long ways toward promotion. Get them. 
Over in Mexico in Tia Juana the police will do everything they 
can to help you, if you need them. But my advice would be, 
don’t let a single soul in on it until you’re ready to spring the 
trap. Too many leaks are possible. Neither do I want any- 
body to know we're on the lookout for them so if you get into 
difficulties over there in Mexico, don’t call on this office to help 
you out. You'll be entirely on your own.” 

He stopped for a while and drummed irritably with his fin- 
gers on the table. 

“This opium business,” he went on, “has become an obses- 
sion with me. I can stand for their bringing most things into 
this country, but they're not going to flood us with that stuff 
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while I have a man or a dollar left to fight them with.” 
Then he looked up and smiled that sudden, pleasant smile 
of his and we shook hands. 
“It may take you a month,” he said as I picked up my 
hat, “or a year. But get over into Tia Juana before the week’s 


out.” 


IA. JUANA. Always Tia Juana when some particular 

rascality is brewing in the western underworld. At times I 
think the entrance to hell itself must be somewhere in Tia 
Juana. That may surprise’ you if you’ve ever been there, 
especially if you've been a tourist, for then you have really 
never seen Tia Juana. You've only seen that double row of 
shacks and saloons where you can buy poor beer and drop your 
quarters into slot machines that give you a ten-to-one chance 
for your money. But you haven't begun to see the sinister 
world of crime and misery that we of the Secret Service know 
for Tia Juana. 

It’s likely you’ve never even heard of La Culebra, that com- 
bination dance-hall, gambling den, and thieves’ club just on 
the boundary of Tia Juana and not far from the little red mud 
fort. The man who serves you your beer in La Culebra may 
be a perfectly prosaic bartender or he may be agent for a 
dozen underworld gangs. In any event, it’s a safe bet that if 
your own actions are a little aside from the ordinary, there 
will be more than one pair of keen eyes watching you, espe- 
cially if you stay too long. Then, too, not every one that goes 
to Tia Juana comes out again. Women go there, who never 
want to come out. Men flee there for protection and some- 
tirnes find only the protection of death. A silent, inscrutable, 
thoroughly villainous little blot of twisted humanity out there 
on the edge of the desert. That’s Tia Juana. 

So it was only natural that I should cast about with more 
care than usual for the best réle to assume before I went south 
of the line. All the way down to San Diego I thought it over. 
And finally,jt came to me that my best disguise would be that 
of some temporarily down-at-the-heel Mexican, some black 
sheep of one of the better families who for reasons best known 
to himself was lying low for a time. That would give me an 
opportunity to mix in with any level of human society that 
might prove most useful. The réle of a Mexican was easy for 
me since I had lived ten years in Mexico City while my father 
was in the embassy there and I spoke the language as well as 
any border Mexican ever speaks it. 

So all this may have been the reason why two nights later a 
thoroughly disreputable young Mexican slouched up to the bar 
at La Culebra and asked for a glass of tequila. I took two 
drinks of that vile, fiery liquid and as I pulled a coin from my 
pocket, an uncut diamond of moderate size rolled from my 
hand on to the bar. I snatched at it, but not before the bar- 
tender had time to see what it was. Then I paid for my 
drinks, and, slouching over to a table, picked up a pack of tat- 
tered cards and dealt myself a hand of Mexican solitaire, the 
game they call Baraja. 


ROM the corner of my eye I could see the bartender 

beckoning to a little wrinkled Mexican who sat smoking 
at the further end. A few whispered words between them and 
a bit later my wrinkled man was standing silently before me, 
watching my game with intent interest. I didn’t get ¥ 
many cards on the board that hand and, as I cursed is 
and reshuffled, the Mexican laughed and clapped me H 
on the shoulder. 

“Unlucky at cards, eh, amigo?” he said. “Well. ; 
don’t despair, there are other things more easy. But { 
look, you are alone as I am, so let us drink together | 
to this fickle goddess of fortune.” 

He led me back to the bar and be- 
fore the evening was over I had struck 
up a close acquaintance with the little 
chap, José, they called him. Toward 
midnight José began a few guarded 
inquiries as to my scruples against 
making a little money and I was very careful to give him the 
impression that money was something I'd do anything in the 
world for, provided of course, it didn’t require too many 
chances. 

“But money” I said as we parted, “after all, I myself know 
ways to get that. Perhaps my ways are better than yours.” 


We arranged to meet at La Culebra the following night and 
I went back to my room in the little fonda feeling I had made 
very fair progress in so short a time. Obviously José was in- 
terested in that diamond of mine. Whether he was interested 
from the standpoint of a smuggler, or from the standpoint of 
sticking a knife between my ribs and relieving me of it, I 
couldn’t even guess. But it was something to have made the 
beginnings of an acquaintance with some one from the under- 
world. For that world, you know, is like a huge, intricate 
spider web. On the edges of it you encounter a thread here 
and a thread there and each thread, if you're able to follow it, 
leads you toward the center where the governing power lies. 
But you have to follow those threads slowly and with care, or 
you may not come back to tell about the things you learned. 

Now I won't relate every detail of how in the next three 
months I came to learn more and more and became closer and 
closer affiliated with that smuggling band, for José turned out, 
after all, to be one of them. I learned that in less than a 
month. I learned, too, that he was a kind of obscure lieutenant, 
not one of the big fish. But through José I came to learn a 
little of the activities and methods of that band. Three times, 
too, I made myself useful to José and his gang by helping them 
smuggle some shipments of diamonds across the border. Curi- 
ously enough, each shipment was seized later, but my own part 
in the business went off perfectly. 

And I was learning. Daily I grew more convinced that the 
band was even larger and wider spread than the chief himself 
realized. I began to feel the existence of some powerful in- 
fluence behind it all. Some cunning brain with an ability to 
work under cover and conceal tracks such as I had seldom 
encountered in my own years of battling with the underworld. 


MEONE, somewhere was in command who possessed 

more than ordinary genius for organization and who had 
daring and imagination far greater than that of the ordinary 
criminal. He was the one I must wait on. For after all, it’s 
worse than useless to imprison the pawns in a game like this 
and let the leaders go. It only means that within a year those 
same leaders have a new and still more carefully worked-out 
organization than before, and you have gained nothing. 

Even after José had come to trust me and accept me for what 
I seemed to be, even then most careful inquiries brought no 
satisfactory answer as to the kind of man their chief was. So 
at the end of three months I was only a little further advanced 
than I had been on that first night. 

One thing, though, aided. That was my growing reputation 
for learning the plans and movements of the Tia Juana police. 
It was a helpful thing to the band, but if they had known how 
I got my information they might not have felt so comforted. 
Of course, it wasn’t all clear progress. There were setbacks 
and false trails, one or two mistakes and sometimes whole 
weeks of tantalizingly slow work. And always the same 
baffling inscrutability of José when I sought to learn more of 
the men higher up. 

So I knew it was something out of the ordinary that prompted 
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prepared to meet many kinds of women, but certainly not the kind who 
came toward us. Chere was a calmness and serenity about her more 
compelling than mere beauty could be. I found a frankness that could have 
come only from absolute innocence or from one to whom evil had become 
such second nature that it left neither trace nor stain in her calm candid eyes 
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José to call me over to his table in La Culebra that evening 
and of his own initiative began by saying, “Sit down, amigo. 
For tonight I want to tell you a little of the ones who command 
me and who lead us in all this.” 

I yawned and waved the waiter over to order our drinks, 
but to myself at least, my own eagerness was apparent, for 
my hand quivered ever so slightly as I rolled a cigarette. 


7 HAT do these higher-ups matter to us, José?” I an- 

swered with little show of interest. “They get the big 
cakes and we get the crumbs. We do the work and take the 
chances; they reap the rewards. And yet, man to man, how 
much better are they than any of us?” 

‘Perhaps much. Perhaps little. But she who leads us. . . 

I felt my pulse jump. “She?” 

His white teeth gleamed. “Yes, she. It is a senorita whom 
you serve, amigo. Does that surprise you?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “Nothing surprises me.” 

“No? Then you may not be surprised to learn that to- 
morrow evening you are to see her.” 

“She is here in Tia Juana?” 

He waved his hand vaguely south. “She lives somewhere 
out there on the desert. Just where, it isn’t necessary that 
you should know.” 

“Why am I to meet her?” 

“She has sudden need of you. Just what I can not say. 
And, amigo, I only tell you all this that you may be prepared 
to meet me here one hour after sunrise.’ He looked long 
and searchingly into my eyes. “It is because of what I have 
told them of you that they are seeking you out. I have told 
them I believe you are one of 
us and that you have the brains 
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second I felt my heart stop as I recognized the keen, cruel 
face of de Bariz, the Spanish jewel smuggler who for ten 
years had baffled the police of two continents. I had never 
before seen him, but his history and every line of his face 
were very familiar to me. I could guess now where lay the 
brains and enterprise of the band. He shook hands with 
José and as I was presented favored me with a long, half- 
distrustful scrutiny, then said, “Be seated, gentlemen.” 

To me he added, “More than once the senorita and I have 
heard of your ability from our good José. You have been 
very helpful and it happens that now she has a particularly 
difficult mission which, if she is satisfied with you, may be 
entrusted to you.” 


E SAID no more for a door across the patio opened and a 

girl came forward. Looking back I think, perhaps, the 
sight of her thrilled me more than even the presence of de Bariz. 
For I had been prepared to meet one of many kinds of 
women, but certainly not the kind who came toward us. To 
say that she was beautiful would mean nothing. Perhaps she 
was not beautiful, but there was a calmness and serenity 
about her more compelling than mere beauty could be. She 
was young, alert, very slender, and in her eyes I found a 
frankness that I remember thinking could have come only 
from absolute innocence, or from one to whom evil had become 
such second nature that it left neither trace nor stain in the 
calm, candid eyes. 

Her Spanish was perfect, but it was not the Spanish of 
Mexico. And it occurred to me, even as she spoke, that she 
was probably a Brazilian. That might have accounted for 

the quantities of Brazilian dia- 
monds that had been making their 


to help us if you are trustworthy. [f 
But sometimes, amigo, I am not 
so sure that you are all you pre- 
tend to be. Well, whether you 
are or not, my advice is. be 
trustworthy. 
live the length of a fly’s life, once 
you attempt disloyalty to our 
band. Am I clear, amigo?” 

Yes, he was quite clear. But 
that part didn’t bother me. In- 
stead I spent the rest of the 
night alternating between high 
elation over my success in at last 
reaching the center of the prob- 
lem and perplexity as to their 
reasons for summoning me. A 
girl leader! Yes, for the past 
year rumors had reached us of a 
clever woman who was behind 
all those carefully laid plans of 
the border smugglers. Rumors 
only and none of us had given it 
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was standing in front of a theater, late 

one night, when a man and a pretty girl 
|} came hurrying by. “But what will you 
| tell mother?” asked the girl. Ger voice 
| was tense with worry. ‘Without replying, 
|| he walked into the lobby of the theater, | 
| picked up a program, looked at the girl | 
| significantly and put the program into his 
pocket. hen, without a word, they 

went on their way 


way north to the border. 
In her unhurried way she studied 


cA rue Story | whe is pleasant,” she said, “to 


meet one of whom we have heard 
so often and so favorably, senor, 
for José has told us much of you 
and all of it good. Naturally, since 
we are interested in our friends, 
we are interested, too, in learning 
how they come to be our friends. 
So I am wondering what good 
chance brought you here to the 
border country and to us.” 

“Until this very moment, seno- 
rita, I should have hesitated to call 
it good.” 


E BARIZ laughed. “Besides 
smuggling diamonds, the man 
creates compliments.” 
But with a little gesture, the girl 
| silenced him and I went on. 
“There's not much to tell about 


serious thought. But what could 
she want of me? Had something 
slipped to awaken their  sus- 
picions? Had I been recognized as a Secret Service man? 

Dawn found me no nearer the solution, nor was José any 
more communicative as we drove together, in a wreck of 
a car, out over the desert south of Tia Juana. For a time 
we followed the main road to Ensanada, then turned eastward, 
finally reaching a dry water hole where the road stopped. 
Two horses ready saddled awaited us. On these we jogged 
for two hours more, then up a steep mesa and suddenly I 
found myself facing a long, low hacienda of the better Spanish 
type, entirely surrounded by a high, spiked iron fence. 


WO peons ran forward to take our horses and I remember 

asking one for a match as I dismounted. He paid no at- 
tention to my question and as I repeated it in a louder tone, 
José laughed. 

“Better to save your breath, amigo,” he said. “The ser- 
vants of the senorita here know neither how to speak nor to 
hear. These are deaf and dumb. It is better so.” 

We entered the well-kept grounds, passed between a double 
row of royal palms, and into the patio. There a dark, thick- 
set man of about fifty rose to greet us and for a startled 


the years that are gone, senorita. 

I happen to be one of those: whose 
family has much more reason to be proud of its name than 
of me. That is unimportant. I was educated in Mexico City 
and for certain reasons in which you would not take interest, 
saw fit to join the army there. Then later, to my magnificent 
pay of the Mexican soldier, I added the proceeds of one or 
two well-chosen enterprises. I was caught and court-martialed, 
but I escaped and came to Tia Juana intending to go over into 
the United States where I should be safe from pursuit. Then 
by chance I met José, joined your band, and am now the 
humble servant of yourseif.” 

“How old are you?” 

“Twenty-five.” 

From her eyes I could tell absolutely nothing. Her face 
remained immobile. De Bariz, I think, saw no reason to 
disbelieve my tale, and so for a time the examination rested. 
Shortly afterwards the Spaniard rode away and I went out 
into the patio with the senorita. 

“It is not often, senor,” she began after one of her long 
silences, “that we entrust gravely important matters to one 
of whom we know so little. For after all it is only a few 
months that José has known you.” | Continued on page 101] 
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“Did Pay Webb, 
above, let the 
man shoot. this 
close-up as a 
study of “Ghe 
love that lies in 
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and lies — and 
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I F ALL things 
feminine were 
as easy to see 
through as 
cAnna 
“Wong’s danc- 
ing costume— 
would girls be 
so intriguing? 
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Alfred Cheney Johnston 


| ee FOSTER knows she is as pretty as a picture and she 
doesn’t have to give a (w)hoop for the frame. Of course it is 
a glorified hoop Lora tolls in the Ziegfeld Gollies 
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E THIS gay sen- 
orita, who is really 
Henrietta Living- 
stone in cArtists 
and eModels, cried, 
‘Si, si senor,”’ 
wouldn’t any man 
answer, “Si, see 
you some more’’? 


I T ISN'T often that a group of Greek dancers can raise the roof, but 
eMaria Corda and the eMarion eMorgan girls seem to know how 
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To My 


HAVE known Earl Carroll since those lean days when he 

lived over Bustanoby’s cafe on Thirty-ninth street and 

made a vicarious living selling tunes to Tin Pan Alley. 
I have watched him go through the Broadway swirl of temp- 
tations without touching liquor or even smoking a cigarette. 
So far as I knew—and I knew him intimately—he never told 
an off-color story. 

He seemed a human anachronism in a street that lived for 
pleasure. And I watched him rise to the top of the theatrical 
ladder until a theater bore his name in electric lights. 

His first production in his own theater was “Bavu” an alle- 
gorical, artistic composition that encompassed his ideals. It 
was a terrible “flop.” And with his backers fearing for the 
outcome of the venture, Earl gave Broadway what it wanted— 
girl and leg shows. He prospered but I know his heart was not 
in his work. 

I am not going into the justice of his year’s sentence in At- 
lanta prison. I am his friend and I am prejudiced. The records 
show that he suffered for protecting his friends and he was car- 
ried half-dying on a stretcher through the prison gates. 

His world had collapsed and the world of Broadway was 
cracking jokes at the expense of this pale, sensitive young 
man who had been everybody’s friend. It was all the cruelest 


mockery I have ever beheld and Broadway has never been 
quite the same to me since. 

A few weeks ago Earl was pardoned. He came back and 
Broadway met him at the train with its hypocritical huzzah. 


hat PRISON 


riend 


EARL CARROLL 
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It was several days after his return that my telephone rang 
“Hello Odd,” said a tired voice. “This is Earl. I am down 
in the foyer.” I invited him to come up to my apartment 

I was shocked at his appearance. Prison life had squeezed 
him dry. His long, lean face seemed expressionless and his 
manner was listless. It seemed to me as though I might be 
looking at a ghost. 

He had been up since six o’clock that morning; prison routine 
had not released him from its tedious clutches. He had been 
walking the streets in a sort of agony of hopelessness and had 
not even remembered that he had eaten no breakfast. 


S IT was about my hour for breakfasting I insisted that 

he have a bite with me. His breakfast consisted solely 

of an order of preserved figs at which he nibbled half-heartedly. 

He has comparatively no business worries. His theater is 

flourishing and a road company of his “Vanities” is playing to 
capacity but these things held no interest for him. 

He kept looking at his wrist watch as though anxious to 
depart and when I chided him for being in such a hurry he 
explained that it was not that. 

“It is 12:30,” he said, “an hour ahead of Atlanta time. Back 
there the line of miserable human beings is forming to shuffle 
to their meal off tin plates. So many of them, you know, do 
not deserve the awfulness that is theirs.” 

I tried to tell him that he must get his mind off of the ex- 
perience through which he had passed. [Continued on page 119] 
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“Don’t eWiss the “Dramatic Escape 


of the Stolen “Bride from 


F THAT struggle in the darkness and the grim results, 
you're going to hear now. 
Joyce and I were weakened from our climb, from lack 
of food, from the knowledge of what confronted us if we failed. 
As the savage slowly picked his way up the cliff towards 
where I stood, I made up my mind I'd have to do for him with 
one of the loosened boulders, or lose my own life instead. 
And if my life were lost, what would become of Joyce? 
I don’t think the savage knew he was observed. He was 
moving cautiously as if trying to make no sound. He had 


The 
ecret 


had the cunning to wait until the wind grew louder and if it 
hadn’t been for Joyce’s vigilance, he would have surprised us. 

I got my lever ready and thrust it under one of the boulders 
I had managed to roll to the face of the cliff. Then I waited. 
The faint, scratching, scrambling noise went on. I was in com- 
plete darkness behind my boulder. The fan of firelight threw 
a pale arc of radiance on either side. 

The slow, scratching noise continued. I could almost hear 
each footfall of the savage as he pushed on to the next crevice, 
dislodging sand and pebbles. I wanted to bear down on my 
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lever and send the big rock hurtling over the cliff, but I had 
no ammunition to waste and I waited as long as I dared. 

I thought of Joyce behind me, waiting, too, trusting me. I 
felt certain the boulder would sweep aside everything in its 
path, but I knew that if I delayed until he reached the steeper 
part of the cliff, there would be less chance for him to dodge. 

When at last I pried the boulder free, it rolled slowly for- 
ward, gathered a sudden momentum, and crashing and booming, 
slid down that dizzy incline with a force that seemed to shake 
the very earth. I heard it go smashing downwards all the way, 


q picked up a revolver, fired at Lucky Blake 
but missed. Chen the savage, before whom 
the other men had fled in a panic, rushed 
upon Blake, seized him, hurled him into the 
air and tossed him into the sea. I saw the rest 
of the terror-struck crew fleeing to the island 


cracking trees that stood in its path, splintering smaller rocks. 

Then abruptly it ceased, and bending forward, I peered into 
the darkness below me. What had happened? I heard a branch 
snap and a rattle of pebbles, as the savage reireated. 

I knew then what had happened! The savage had swung 
himself up into a tree to escape that rushing thing I had loosed. 

I was sick with disappointment. The fact that he had re- 
treated temporarily meant nothing in the long run. I had 
only two large boulders left, and if they failed likewise, then 
our plight was hopeless. 
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I heard a whispering voice behind me. Joyce was touching 
my shoulder. 

“Has he gone?” she asked. 
away?” 

She was like a child, I thought. I could not bear to tell her 
the truth. 

But she didn’t wait for an answer. 
she said. “It was on a ledge inside. 

I hesitated, wondering if I dared leave. I peered vainly 
downwards at that wall of darkness. I listened but there was 
no noise at the base of the cliff except the thrashing of the 
trees in the wind, and the storm on the waters that surrounded 
the island. 


“Have you frightened him 


“T’ve found something,” 
Please come and look 


TURNED and went back to the opening of the two big 

rocks that made a kind of natural hut. The firelight danced 
on the walls, and Joyce pointed to a ledge. A rusty-colored 
book lay there. 

I took it out with me to the light of the fire. It was a Bible, 
with an old-fashioned binding. It was in Spanish, and was 
full -of gaudy lithographs of saints and angels and miracles, 
but on the blank page in the front there was a faint writing. 
It was smudgy as if it might have been made with charcoal, 
and in some places it was hardly legible. 

I stared at the superscription, and with my scanty Spanish, 
made it out as follows: 

“Now I, under the will of Merciful God, having been cast 
ashore at this desolate place with my small son, after the 
terrible storm which wrecked the Santa Rosa, find myself no 
longer with strength enough to endure. My husband has per- 
ished with the rest, and I know not how to live. My powers 
fail me, and I leave my son in the care of the Blessed Virgin, 
inscribing here his name and house. If God wills that he sur- 
vive, and there come those who shall rescue him, let them read 
this and know that he is Ricardo de la Torre, and his estate——” 

At this point the words blurred indecipherably. The writing 
grew less firm, and I thought I could still make out the dim 
outline of the word “fever.” But no signature or date survived. 

I turned the page, hoping I might find some further clue. 
Then I came upon a picture, not a gaudy-colored lithograph, 
but an old-fashioned photograph laid between the pages. 

It was the picture of a strikingly handsome woman whose 
proud, almost tragic eyes seemed to stare broodingly from under 
her calm brows. 

In the lower corner, I saw the name of the photographer 
printed in scrolled type, and underneath that with a flourish, 
the name of the city where he plied his trade: Sevilla. 

It took very little reasoning to tell me that this gravely beau- 
tiful woman was the woman who had written the words I had 


just read. 
I PUT the big book down wonderingly, and perhaps a little 
awed. I was thinking of the bitterness of her death on the 
island long years before, where she had probably found herself 
cast away with her small son. As her strength had ebbed 
from her, her last act had been to do what she could to serve 
him. She had written his name and history, hoping he would 
not forget. 

And if I could imagine all this, it was a simpler matter to 
realize why it was the savage had European features. 

Somehow he had survived, living like a wild man, but back 
of his savagery there was an inherited civilization. I could not 
know how he had come to maturity, but one thing I was sure 
of: this desperate and dangerous enemy who lurked at the foot 
of the cliff was the Ricardo de la Torre of the account. 

What did he make of it all? What did he make of us, his 
fellow beings? I had noticed that the photograph of his mother 
was worn and rubbed as if it had been handled many times. 
Perhaps he had worshipped that likeness of a mysterious being 
he no longer remembered. 

But all these thoughts, involved though they were, sped by in 
less than a minute. Whatever my impressions were I did not 
dare keep away from the cliff-edge any longer. 

With a word to Joyce, I made my way back. There was no 
sound of him below me, and only the howling of the storm 
came menacingly to my ears as I listened. 

Had that boulder really discouraged him from further at- 
tempts? Or had he only slunk away to wait for daylight? In 


any case it didn’t matter, for sooner or later Joyce and I would 
have to make a desperate sortie from here for food. Dimly 
in the back of my mind, one last plan was forming. 

I sat down and Joyce sat near me, her head on my shoulder. 
Her voice was faint with weariness, but she had not complained, 
not even of the hunger which she must be feeling. My heart 
ached for her. 

Perhaps it was to take her mind from her present troubles 
that she told me of her experiences after Ricardo, the savage, 
had captured her. 

She told me how her first fear had been that she had been 
captured by some strangely human-like ape. She had been 
sick with terror. She had heard me call, but she had lost hope 
when Ricardo had plunged through the waterfall into the 
cave it concealed. 

She had squirmed out of his grasp and tried to escape, but 
he had caught her with one hand. Then in spite of her panic, 
it had dawned on her that he was really trying to placate 
her, to be gentle with her. 

“He passed his hands over my face,” she said with a little 
shiver, “and he made a kind of murmuring sound. He was 
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trying to reassure me, I think. 
But somehow I didn’t feel a 
bit less frightened, and he 
didn’t trust me, for when he 
went out to look for food, 
he tied me down the way you 
found me. I don’t think he 
had any idea of how terrible it was for me. 


But lying there in 
the darkness, I thought I was going mad. When you came I 
was really almost crazy. And then—well, it was then I 
realized how brave you are and how much I need you always.” 

Her voice trailed off into fragmentary murmurs and presently 


she slept, with her head against my shoulder. I felt a tender- 
ness I don’t know how to describe. I sat, listening and wait- 
ing, with the sleeping girl resting against me, and with the gale 
thrashing across the seas and through the trees of the island. 

I think it must have been an hour later, when I heard once 
more the sound that had previously warned us. There was no 
doubt that Ricardo was stealing up the cliff again! 


I 


put her down gently on a pile of skins. 
and did not move. 
I hurried back to the edge and got my lever in readiness. 


LIFTED Joyce in my arms and carried her back to the forti- 
fication.» She stirred a little, but did not open her eyes. I 
She sighed, still asleep, 


; 
4 
3 
Ag 
ste 
i 
fro 
thr 
and 
wa 
str 
I 
rect 
| im 
4 else 
I 
The 
I 


Again I waited in a gnawing suspense, while the sound grew 
steadily clearer. 

It seemed to me this time I waited until the noise came 
from only a short distance. Then at last, praying for luck, I 
threw my weight against the lever. The big rock turned slowly 
and almost hesitatingly. The next instant it had started down- 
ward with its tearing, splintering velocity, but as it tumbled, it 
struck the third and last boulder and carried that with it! 

I had managed to roll the rocks so that they would fall di- 
rectly down the hacked-out steps of the cliff, and I imagined it 
impossible for anything human to obtain a foothold anywhere 
else on the precipice. 

I held my breath, listening until the uproar had died down. 
Then to my utter dismay I heard Ricardo continuing his climb! 

I looked around desperately. My arsenal was wiped out! I 
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Ba was swaying on her feet. Ter 
face was white and drawn. She had 
reached the limit of her strength. I lifted 


her in my arms. head fell against 

my shoulder and her eyes closed. She 

was a light burden, but that march 

through the sliding sand seemed endless. 

I was cheered only by the fact that there 
was no sign of the wild man 


had nothing to halt him with now! A tide of despair came 


over me. I had lost! 

For a moment I looked about me, as if I were taking my 
last look at the world itself. A gust of wind came roaring 
through the crags, whipping the trees back as if a hurricane 
had come upon them. My fire crackled and the flames leaped 
and danced. 

My mind was racing to a series of swift decisions. I must 
wake Joyce, and this time tell her the truth. I had scarcely 
a minute left. 

I went back to where she had been sleeping. Evidently the 
— of the giant rocks had aroused her for she had risen to 

er feet. 

“What’s happened?” she asked. 

I tried to speak and could not. [Continued on page 113] 
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She EARL OF BIRKENHEAD 
BGormerly Lord High Chancellor of Great Britain 


cAsks Your Earnest Consideration of a 
Serious “Problem in Modern CMorals 


hould 
Our 


£VERAL recently reported cases have received wide 

publicity through the medium of our English law courts. 

They have presented many unedifying features, and may 
appear to justify inferences very unfavorable to our standard 
of morals. 

It is extremely important to draw true and not false in- 
ferences from social scandals which are widely advertised. 
It is not less difficult than it is important. 

Is English society immoral? Or is it, to make the matter 
internationally comparative rather than personal to ourselves, 
more immoral than the society of other great countries? 

The question which is proposed invites very deep considera- 
tion, and may perhaps be illustrated by some general observa- 
tions. The temptations and the passions of the world do not 
alter from generation to generation or from century to century. 
Men are men and women are women. 

There are still among us Helens of Troy, and Phrynes, and 
Cleopatras, and Ninons de L’Enclos, and equally you may 
find your Paris, your Don Juan, your Casanova and your 
De Grammont. 

The real truth is that there will always exist in a luxurious 
society an entirely immoral fringe, lending color in a degree 
wholly out of proportion to its numbers, to a general charge of 
national degeneracy. Irregularity of morals is by no means 
confined to the governing classes. But the amours of our 
artisan population, though very freely reflected in the records 
of the divorce court, excite little interest and less attention. 

The case is different where those who play conspicuous 
roles on the erotic stage are notorious for either social ‘or 
public reasons. Such persons in their difficulties, however 
much they may dislike it, can command five columns a day 
from a sympathetic and commercial press. 

Here an important problem presents itself. In no other 
country but England can the indecent details of these nause- 
ating cases be freely presented. Such license is unknown in 
the United States of America, in France or in Germany. 


RSONALLY I am of the opinion that such evidence ought 
not to be made public to newspaper readers. Its publica- 
tion in this country causes every father and mother in England 
who has young daughters to try to prevent them from read- 
ing the papers for several days. 
I have always been of the opinion that it would be possible 
to deal with these mischiefs by a very simple method. I 
would make it an offense for any editor, in reporting a legal 


proceeding, to publish anything which was indecent. I am per- 
suaded that most of our great newspapers would thankfully 
accept an alteration of our law in this sense. 

They are at present forced by competition to supply these 
indecorous reports, so injurious to our reputation for national 
morality, because the public likes to read them. This being so, 
the newspapers have to compete against one another in their 
reports of these proceedings. 


AM satisfied that ninety percent of our well-conducted and 

decently managed newspapers would welcome a change in 
the law which would relieve them from a competition so un- 
becoming, or, to make the matter quite plain, so indecent. 

These observations are intended to make it plain that, in 
my opinion, a grave injustice is done to the repu‘ation of Eng- 
lish morals by the extraordinary publicity which we think it 
proper to allow to cases of this notorious class. The English 
attitude has always been slightly arrogant: “You may know all 
that there is to know about us; then strike your own balance; 
we shall not on the whole be losers.” And truly English life 
is not unsound at the core. 

There is of course in London, just as there is in Paris, in 
New York and in Berlin, a class in which relaxed conceptions 
of moral conduct are condoned and even admired. I am un- 
aware of any great and populous capital in any country, at any 
stage of the world’s history, against which this charge could 
not have been truly made. 


N ORDER to ascertain the moral standard of a country it 

would never occur to me to do so stupid a thing as to go to 
the capital of that country, for it will always be the clearing 
house of indulgence, luxury and wealth. I would rather, if I 
were dealing with England, go to the provincial centers of 
population and to its agricultural community. 

I would, if I were attempting to reach a clear conclusion 
upon the morals of the United States of America, avoid its 
great centers of population and go for guidance to those who 
in great waste spaces are building up and sustaining the char- 
acter of its people, making their own contribution to that 
moral average by which alone you must judge a mighty republic. © 

And I would remind those who would still draw compari- 
sons between the sophisticated element in the United States of 
America and in this country, that some allowance must be 
made for the differences in the divorce laws of the two coun- 
tries. Our own divorce law is, in my opinion, barbarous and 
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that boys and girls 
are made bad and 
given a vicious slant 
on life by the pub- 
lication of sensation- 
al scandals? (Lord 
SBirkenhead believes 
these morbid reports 
should be banished 
from the newspapers 


Is SF€E “RIGHT? 


Topical Press 
merica is not the only land of opportunity. England, also, gives 
its men of genius a chance. ‘Plain Grederick Edwin Smith 
started life as an unknown lawyer with a name not meant to shine. 
His brilliance and his success won him the titles, Earl of Birkenhead 
and ‘Viscount Gurneaux; made him Lord Gtigh Chancellor of Great 
Britain, Secretary for India and an authority on international law. 
Out of his experience he drew the material for his Smart Set article 


prehistoric, but at present we have to live under it. We may succeed one day in alter- 
ing it; but the road is long and difficult and beset by prejudice. 

Until we so alter it, it is generally true that neither husband nor wife in England can 
procure release except upon proof of infidelity on the part of his or her spouse. Very 
few women, unless they are defenseless or extremely anxious to make a change, are 
prepared to make a public admission of their guilt. Many men are prevented by public 
or by business positions from making such an admission in their own case. And so it 
happens that in England unions are stereotyped, and homes nominally preserved, from 
which happiness has fled in despair. Such a menace must, from the very nature of the 
case, breed immorality. 

In the United States these matters are more easily. less publicly and less scandalously 
adjusted and surely if a man and a woman who no longer love one another can obtain 
release without private or public scandal, they have less [Continued on page 132] 
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ISCONDUCT 


When a Girl 
Is Engaged “Does 
She hen 
‘Become “Her 


“Property? 


to all expectations in my little Southern 

town; instead I came to maturity almost 
as unsophisticated as if I had been reared in a 
convent. The very circumstances that the 
busybodies looked upon askance surrounded me 
with a constant care and a devotion that were 
fierce in their intensity. 

It was strange, the gossips thought, for a gir] 
to grow up without father or mother, alone in 
her big white ancestral home save for a negro 
“Mammy” and a bookish, pedantic uncle who 
was out of town most of the time on his re- 
search trips and lecture tours. From the first 
strange moment when my mother-died and left 
me in the care of Mammy, instead of my 
father, they lowered their voices when they 
spoke of me and predicted that I would surely 
turn out wrong in the end. 

What seemed so strange to them had always 
been an accepted fact to me. As far back as 
I could remember there had been no mother; 
only the brown face and pudgy figure of 
Mammy. Other little girls had mothers and 
fathers instead of an uncle who came and went 
now and then and spoke absently to a little girl. 

Still, I had something that they did not: down in the big, 
gloomy, old, dirty court-house there was something they: called 
a “guardianship” that had charge of me and the property my 
mother had left for me; and every now and then I used to go 
down with Mammy to the Chancery Court and have a long, 
serious talk with the Judge. They called him “Chancellor 
McGrail” and I liked him. He did not laugh at the things I 
said; and when I did not understand he explained patiently, 
over and over again. 


| SHOULD have grown up “wild” according 


T MUST have been almost an unbearable blow to the 

gossips when I was grown and my engagement to Roger 
Wyatt had been announced. 

Portions of their comments came back to me: Of course 
I was very pretty, indeed, if one cared for that sort of beauty, 
but there was something very funny about a young girl who 


had been brought up as I had. There was the wild strain in 
my blood that could not have passed over the daughter of 
my father. 

Mother Wyatt, however, smiled in her quiet, gentle way 
and kissed me without a word. That said more than those 
others could have said in a week of gabbing. The Wyatts 
were the Wyatts! They had been here even before there was 
a town and in the South that means a lot. 

Maybe they assumed that was why I promised to marry 
Roger. They could not have known that, since I could re- 
member, whenever Roger came into view my hands would 
tremble until I was afraid everybody would notice, and I 
could feel my heart hammering against my side. Roger’s 
quiet, dark eyes, the tanned leanness of him, a just-rightness 
in everything he looked and did took possession of me. I was 


| 
‘ 
AY 
| JR 4 ‘ 
| 
| 
Z 
f ‘ 
so 
dee] 
q one 
gro 
did 
q wha 
he 
W 
and 
agai 
me 
dress 
seizer 
to di 
|_| 


so much in love with him that I was constantly afraid, with a 
deep, genuine fear, of the power that he had over me. No 
one else could frown and make all the world immediately 
grow dark. If anyone else told me to do something that I 
did not choose to do I laughed. I knew that I would do only 
what I wanted to. But with Roger I was afraid because all 
he had to do was let me know what he wanted. 

We were coming home from a dance one night, Mammy 
and I, in the closed Wyatt car. Mammy was dozing 
against the padded cushions in her corner. She never let 
me go to a dance alone; she always waited for me in the 
dressing room, no matter how late the dance lasted. Roger 
seized the chance he had been waiting for, to say his say. 

“Willa,” he began in a low tone, “I don’t want to seem 
to dictate to you, but I’m your fiancé, dear, and—” 
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was alone with Gerry when his wife and two 

witnessesappeared. ““Willa“Deeming,” she cried 

and I saw ina flash the scandal I faced. At that 

instant “Roger walked in, glass in hand. “Gfowdy, 

Mrs. Averitt,” hesaid. “I didn’t know anyone else 
was coming to have a drink with us” 


“But Roger,” I said. “I wasn’t the only girl. There was 
Fanny Lou Lawrence, and Elsie Baker, and the young Crown- 
shields. We just ran over to Terry Averitt’s for a drink.” 


WE PASSED a street light, and Roger’s face showed grim. 
“Honey,” he said, “I quite agree with you that ordi- 
narily that would have been all right, but you sat out an inter- 
mission with Averitt, too.” 

“Of course I did! Everybody sits out ‘intermissions.” 

“Not with Averitt, honey. You know of course that his 
wife has left him?” 

“Ves,” 

“For cause, Willa. He—he—oh, well! I happen to know 
that she stood it as long as she could; and that she’s just 
waiting to get the goods on him. Averiit’s not the sort I 


| 
| 
$7 
\ 


want you to be with, 
Willa.” 

“Oh, Roger, you 
make me—never mind! 
Wake up, Mammy, 
we're home.” 

Mammy erect 
with a start. “Law’, 
honey, I ain’ been 
sleep. Is you got yo’ 
dancin’ slippers?” 

“They're in the bag. 
I'll be along in a min- 
ute, as soon as Roger 
tells me good night, if 
he’s going to.” 

Roger covered one 
of my hands with his. 
“Willa, honey, don’t 
talk like that. You 
know I care.” 

“TI expect I am cross, 
Roger,” I said, putting 
up my lips to be 
kissed. “Good night.” 

Inside, Mammy was 
already making ready 
my bed. There was a 
certain ominousness in 
her air. She did not 
speak until I was in 
bed. Then she came 
and sat by my side, as 
she had since I was a 
wee girl. 

“Chile,” she began, 
“you went ’way f’m de 
dance tonight; an’ you 
drank liquor!” | 

I tossed impatiently. 
“Oh, Mammy, don’t be 
so old-fashioned! I’m 
not a child. I’m an 
engaged woman! And 


there was a married 
couple with us. I 
didn’t do anything 
those other girls 
weren't doing!” 

“Mist’ Roger didn’t 
go. And I don’ care 
what those other girls did. . It’s wrong f'r you, baby girl. I 
knows you. I's raised you since yo’ maw died. I’s watched 
you since you couldn’t even talk. I knows every thought 
in dat little head o’ yourn.” 

“But Mammy, I can’t be a stick-in-the mud! I can’t refuse 
to do what all the other girls are doing!” 

“You's got to, honey. You’s got you’ paw’s blood in you; 
dey ain't. Don’ you let me hear o’ you takin’ no more liquor 
to drink. You hear me, chile? You hear me?” 

“Oh, Mammy, you talk as if I were balancing over a cliff, 
in danger of falling over it.” 

“You is! I knows what I’s talkin’ ‘bout!. I knows what’s 


“7 tried to tell you gently that you mustn’t be seen with “Averitt,” said 
him today. I forbid you flatly to have anything more to do with that 


boss me, but I don’t. I'll do what I please!” I said 


in yo’ blood. I’s done give my heart’s blood into keepin’ de 
promise I made yo’ maw de night she died. Honey, look 
at old Mammy. Don’ you never lemme hear o’ nothin’ like 
dat no mo’!”’ 

Long after she had left me I rolled and tossed. I knew 
what Mammy was talking about. It had been told to me, 
over and over again, so many times that I knew each scene 
of it as vividly as if I had been present. 

It is difficult for the outsider to grasp the relationship 
between the Southern girl and the mammy who has reared 
her. That relationship was peculiarly different in the case 
of Mammy and me. 
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‘Roger. “Galf the town saw you riding with 
man!” ou may think you have the right to 
and gave him back his ring. 


So far as outside manifestations had shown, at the time 
Mammy had applied to my mother to see if she needed a 
girl, when I was a year old, she was simply the ordinary 
colored girl of the South, hiring out for domestic service. 
True, there was a subtle difference in her appearance, but 
that was explained fully and concisely by her saying: “My 
gran’paw had Indian blood, ma'am!” 

Withia six months there was a bond of genuine affection 
between my mother and Mammy. To my mother alone Mammy 
acknowledged allegiance. My father, on those occasions when he 
was sober enough to know what he was doing, received as much 
service and respect as he was able to enforce—no more! 
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He it was who handed down to me the ten- 
dencies Mammy feared. There appeared in him 
the outcroppings of all the wild blood of our 
hard-riding, hard-drinking, hard-gambling ances- 
tors; and he exceeded the worst they had done. 
The generous Deeming fortune he had inherited 
he lost. He became but a wreck of the handsome 
figure he once had been. 

When I was two years old my parents came to 
open clash. My father wanted Mother to sign 
over to him her inheritance from her parents; 
she refused flatly. “No, I won’t sign!” she told 
him. “Willa is going to have that; it’s going to 
be kept for her. I’ve even had my will fixed 
so you can’t touch it. That will be hers!” 

She must have had a presentiment. I was to 
have had a baby brother; but there came a wild, 
gloomy, sleety November night when I had neither 
mother nor baby brother. 

Father had left the three of us, Mother, Mammy 
and me, alone in the big white house. No one 
knew where he was. And through the night, as 
the storm rose, Mother grew weaker. 

Steadfastly she refused to let Mammy go for 
a physician. “It’s no use, Mammy,” she said. 
“Tt’s too late now.” 

Steadily the night wore on, the flame of life 
flickered lower. 

Late, just at dawn, my father. stumbled in. 
He was not entirely sober but Mother’s condition, 
plain even to him, brought him as nearly to his 
senses as anything could. His first move was to 
rail at mmy who stood by without a word: 

“You should have run 
for the doctor!” he said. 
“You shouldn't have 
listened to what she told 
you! Just like all of 
your kind. A man can’t 
turn his back on you! 
It’s what I get for 
trusting you!” 

The last came over his 
shoulder as he went out. 
Mother spoke as he shut 
the door. 

“Turn out the lamp,” 
came her weak voice. “I 
want to see the light.” 

Her face appeared 
transformed in the dull 
gleam: peaceful, almost 
glorified. Gradually, in- 
credibly her voice grew 
stronger and she no longer gasped for breath. 

“I’m dying, Mammy. No! I know. 

“I want you to take my little girl Mammy. Take care of 
her. I’ve appointed her uncle guardian; but he’s a dreamer; 
he doesn’t know what’s on earth. I want you to promise.” 

Mammy stirred uneasily. All her race are affected by 
death. Her dark face twisted with emotion. 

“Don’ say dat, Mis’ Deeming. You ain’t go’ner die.” 

A cloud passed over the quiet face, deep among the pillows. 

“Mammy! I want your promise!” 

The dark face settled into lines of {Continued on page 122] 
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“Have “Women the ‘Right 
Go Indulge Gheir Emotions as Greely as een? 


Should One Set of eAorals 
“Regulate ‘Women and cAnother Set 


cAre the Gwo eMoral Codes 
‘Based on a ‘Real “Difference Between the Sexes? 


the “Double Standard 
Helped the (ause of “Women? DR. BISCH 


cA ‘Psychologist Who Knows ‘Your Glidden Ghoughts 


the double standard on the scrap heap? 

Do you believe your sex is being treated unfairly and 
unjustly when society persists in clinging to the ancient notion 
that virtue in woman still constitutes her greatest asset? 

This question has interested me for several years and I have 
made it my business to investigate it at every opportunity. 

My work gives me the unique privilege of hearing women 
confess their deepest and most secret emotional problems, of 
hearing them, in effect, unburden their very souls. 

The physician bas always stood in the relationship of father 
confessor to his wamen patients. Of late years the psychiatrist, 
in particular, has become the recipient of their confidences. 

And my opinion, based upon the secret thoughts, feelings and 
“affairs” that have been divulged to me, is that women are 
still on the fence concerning this most vital problem but that 
they are dangerously near coming to a false conclusion. 

Listen to this from a girl of twenty: 

“T have been keeping company with a young man for a year. 
He goes out with whomever he likes and so do I. We never 
ask each other embarrassing questions. I know what men are 
and I know that Frank would lie like the rest of them if he 
wanted to get out of a tight place. That gives me certain ad- 
vantages too. I can do what I please without being compelled 
to explain. Why talk about a double standard? It doesn’t exist!” 


A‘ you one of those women who is trying to throw 


ERE is another interesting bit from a married woman. 
“Yes, Iam happy. And I believe I shall remain happy. 

In that, to be sure, I include my husband. You see, neither 
John nor I believe in those old-fashioned ideas our grandmothers 
worshipped. This is a day and age of freedom for women as 
well as men. Why shouldn’t we women be allowed to do what 
men have always done? Are we not as human as they? Are 
we not motivated with the identical emotions they are? Why 
should one set of morals regulate men and another set women? 
People used to be shocked at cigarettes and short skirts. Al- 
ready they are accepting them as though conditions had never 
been different. The same thing is going to happen to the’ con- 
ventions we call morals. I am firmly convinced that we women 
not only have a right to exercise our emotions as freely as 
men, but that such freedom will redound to our well-being. 
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it’s the best thing that ever happened.” 


I have yet to hear on this subject. It concerns 
a twenty-two-year-old woman who has always 
prided herself on her modernism and fear- 
lessness in defying conventions 
What started her off was an expres- 
sion of astonishment on my part that 
she had done so prosaic a thing 
as contract a runaway marriage. 
From what I knew of the girl 
and her frequent love affairs in 
the past I felt that love had 
not prompted her. I sus- 
pected a more selfish reason. 
“T married for convenience, j 
pure and simple,” she said. 
“I do not intend that mar- 
riage shall change me, nor 
change my habits. I’m out 
for a good time. That is 
all I expect to get out of 
life. Marriage will afford 
me a certain protection 
that I need. The man I 
married is, I suppose, the 
sort you would call, ‘a man 
about town.’ He under- \ 
stands my sentiments. I un- 
derstand his. That's that!” 
Yes, that’s that. But what 
about love, home, children, vir- 
tue? What about all those finer 
and nobler sentiments that have, 
from time immemorial, constituted 
the very bedrock upon which nations 
and civilizations have been built? 
Have you women really become so ma- 
terial, so selfish, so sordid, that all these 
finer and ennobling values are forever lost? 
Have you women, the inspiration of the ages, really 
turned your backs upon all the ideals that men have lived by. 
fought for, even died for? Will you women of the future cease 
being the torch-bearers along the path of cultural progress? 
An educator, a man who deals with young college women, 
said to me not long ago, “The virus of freedom seems to have 
affected the thinking women more than the others.” 


Wwe one to believe that such opinions were characteristic 
of the majority of you women, one would be justified 
in fearing the worst. Happily however, opinions such as these 
are not the average. Not yet! 

But so many of you women do hold them that the danger 


cA ‘Provocative cArticle on a Gopic 
‘Vital to the eMothers of Gomorrow 


By Louls E. BISCcH, M.D., Ph.D. 


“Then I take it you think the double standard is already a 
dead letter in relation to the modern moral code?” I asked. 
“As dead as a door-nail,” the young matron replied. “And 


OTE the following, which is the most audacious statement 


line no longer hes at what might seem a safe distance ahead. 
A patient of mine, a mother of a grown son and two married 
daughters—in fact, a grandmother—placed her finger on the 
crux of the whole problem when she said: 
“The whole trouble with us .women lies in the indisputable 
fact that we are made to love and are compelled to love. Our 
natures demand that we fasten our affections on 
some one human being of the opposite sex for 
whom we are willing, if necessary, to sacri- 
fice our very lives. First it’s our father, 
then maybe our older brother, then a 
sweetheart, lastly, a husband. If 
»* children bless our hearts we transfer 
; it largely to them. But always 
the love interest is centered pri- 
marily upon one single 
\ dividual.” 
\ “You consider then that 
the double standard idea has 
some sense behind it after 
\ all?” I asked. 


OST assuredly it has,”’ 
she answered prompt- 

ly. “Men are polygamous 
by nature, but. women are 
not. A woman flourishes 
best when devoted to one 

| man. She will work and 
slave if necessary in order 

to win and to hold his love. 

The idea of transferring 

one’s love from one man to 

another, as would happen if 
all the women imitated men’s 
love life is essentially and in- 
herently repugnant to woman’s 
character make-up. 
“The woman with loose morals,” 
she went on “is not a true woman. 

She is not a maternal woman. There is 

something lacking in\her or she has fool- 
ishly allowed her head to be turned and has 
deliberately forced out of sight her real, fun- 
damental. cravings. 

“You know, Doctor,” she concluded, with a smile, “we 
women coquette with you men only as a means to an end. 
We may not always realize it, but just the same nature is mak- 
ing us flirt so that maternity may be carried on and the species 
perpetuated.” 

“And if the means is turned into an end in itself you would 
call it defying the laws of nature, I take it?” 

“Precisely so,” this experienced and thinking grandmother 
replied. “When women become chronic coquettes they cheapen 
their love; they discard the greatest asset for personal happi- 
ness that they possess, the love of man and later of children. 
that spells sacrifice and devotion.” | Continued on page 126] 
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“Do ‘You “Believe One Man’s eMeat 
Is “Another e7an’s ‘Poison? 


LEFT her with a heavy heart, for she had kissed me. 

No, I wasn’t crazy, except about her—and no sane 

man ought to have been depressed because Ruth 

Prosser had kissed him. But consider who she was, and 
what I was. 

Ruth was what used to be called a bud. She lived on 
Park Avenue, and got her picture in the paper about 
once a week for selling programs at a charity bazaar or 
being a bridesmaid at St. Thomas’s. Like most buds of 
our day, she was a full-blown rose so far as knowing 
everything was concerned; but the dew was still on the 
rose, the fragrance was as fresh as ever. 

But she was nineteen and I was thirty-four. A worn and 
battered thirty-four, at that, for I had been around! A little 
too far around, I suspected, as I considered her unspoiled, 
unwearied youth. I had a dark past; not the kind you read 
about, murky with wickedness, but a really dark past, black 
with work and clouded with worry. 

True, the dark past had given way to a fairly smiling present. 
I had recently cut loose from the newspaper where I had 
started as copy boy and worked my way up; now I worked 
for myself. I wrote a daily letter about New York life that 
was syndicated in newspapers all over the country. I went 
around town, met everybody who counted, saw everything 
that was going on, wrote about it, and made some fifty 
thousand dollars a year. With that income.I could look 
Reginald Prosser in the eye when I told him I was going to 
marry his daughter. 

But could I look into Ruth’s restless blue eyes, twin foun- 
tains of unwearied youth? For years I had worked fourteen 
hours a day; also, I had picked up a dose of ma!aria while 
covering a Mexican revolution. Now at last, when the strain 
was over and a glorious future was opening up ahead, it 
seemed that the dark past of overwork was calling for pay- 
ment. 

For I had been feeling uncomfortable of late, restless and 
uneasy. Even afte: she kissed me, I went home with a heavy 
heart and lay awake till dayligl.. It wasn’t long in coming 
for we had been dancing at the smart night club where we 
had first met two months before. At any rate I greeted it, 
still wondering if I had any right to ask a girl who was as 
lively as a new tennis ball to tie herself up to a worn-out 
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insomniac such as I had become in the last few weeks. 

But sunrise brought optimism. I couldn’t believe there was 
anything the matter with me that a little rest and a little diet- 
ing wouldn’t cure. Obviously the thing to do was to see a 
doctor and find out. I'd see a good diagnostician, take his 
prescription, and then I'd go to Ruth. And I'd have to 
hurry, for I knew she was waiting. 


SSUMING a good deal, you think, on the strength of 
one kiss? Ah, but if she’d kissed you like that—— 

That very morning I asked a friend of mine who was a 
cancer specialist for the name and address -of the best diagnos- 
tician in New York. He referred me to Jack Siebring and I 
immediately called up his secretary. She told me she could 
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With “Drawings 
from Life 
“By DRANK GODWIN 


Hes: couldn’t sleep at night and he felt a 
sort of gone sensation under his watch chain. 
So the poor nut thought he was sick. 


She: played around with his rival, the 
“Doctor, when she tired of college boys and 
played around with college boys when she 
tired of the “Doctor. Still she was lonesome. 


. N They: Gound Ghe Cure. 
“Read “How They Gound Jt.. 


that impressed me; it sounded like going to communion. 


So I sent Ruth an armful of roses and went through my day’s 
work, and then once more I lay awake till daylight, wondering 
if I could make her happy and vowing that I would. 

It didn’t look so easy, however, when I came to Siebring’s 
office at nine o’clock. Without breakfast I doubted my ability 
to make anybody happy, even myself. 

He was a handsome fellow, this Siebring. 
He looked rather like a clergyman, the kind 
that is out to save your soul whether you 


like it or not. 


ae ELL, Hilton!” he said after a brief 

examination, “I was rather surprised 
when you told me this was urgent, but it 
certainly was. Amazing, how a man’s appear- 
ance belies his real condition. You say you 
don’t drink to excess? But of course they 


all say that. Ever use drugs?” 
“Certainly not!” 
—_— “Well, that’s something. But you drink 


give me an appointment Thursday morning, the next week. 

Next week! I couldn’t go to Ruth until I knew, but I 
couldn’t stay away from her till next week Thursday. If I 
tried it I knew she’d come after me. So I got the secretary 
to connect me with Siebring himself. 

“It’s urgent,” I told him. “No time to lose.” He seemed 
surprised. 

“Oh, if it’s as serious as that, old man, I can give you a 
little time tomorrow morning. Come in at nine o'clock.” 

“Nine o’clock!” I wasn’t used to being anywhere at that 
hour of the day, for my business of seeing the town kept me 
out pretty late at night. 

“Nine o’clock or next week,” Siebring told me. “And come 
fasting. No breakfast.” 


coffee and smoke cigars; and you've had 
malaria. Well, we'll see. Take off your 
clothes and lie down.” 

I looked apprehensively at the stenographer 
in the corner, but evidently she felt no em- 
barrassment; so I undressed and Siebring set 
to work. 

He punched me and pinched me and 
prodded me all over, and with every punch 
and prod he called out some derogatory re- 
mark that the stenographer wrote down with ghoulish glee. 
And at last he told me to come back the next day and hear 
sentence pronounced. 

This time, 1 was_glad of the respite. I telegraphed to Ruth 
that I’d been called away to Philadelphia. I might have said 
that I felt ill, which by this time was true; but I didn’t want 
to worry her. And I didn’t dare to go to her since I couldn’t 
ask her to marry me till I'd heard from Siebring 

At any rate I could eat breakfast the next morning so I 
called on Siebring with recovered hope. 

“Well?” I asked. He looked up from the charts and re- 
ports and X-ray photographs in his hand and bent a com- 
passionate gaze on me. 

“I wish it were well,” he said. “My dear fellow, you're a 
wreck.” 

A wreck! Two days ago I wouldn’t have believed it; but 
that examination and the remarks he had hurled at the stenog- 
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rapher had prepared me for the worst. Besides, I knew the 
examination was going to cost me five hundred dollars, which 
somehow made his conclusions sound more authentic. 

“What's the matter with me?” I asked. 

He smiled tolerantly. 

“You'd have to study medicine for years before you could 
understand. But what’s the use of going into technical de- 
tails? You're a wreck, that’s all.” 


™ ELL?” I pulled myself together. “How long do you 
give me?” 

“Oh, you may live for years, but your power of concentra- 
tion, your earning power, is likely to vanish if you continue 
your present mode of life.” 

I grasped at the straw. 

“Then something can be done if I change my mode of life?” 

“I hope so. In fact it is not too much to say that I think 
so. I’ve prepared a regimen for you, Hilton. If I’m to 
undertake a treatment I'll expect you to obey orders.” 

I nodded, by that time I was ready to obey anybody. 

He handed me a sheet of paper filled with the typewritten 
commandments of my new dispensation. When I saw that I 
was expected to cut out absolutely not only alcohol and 
tobacco, but coffee, tea and chocolate, all sugar and fruits, 
all meat and fish, all condiments and spices, I emitted a groan. 

The list of foods I was permitted to eat was worse: Bread 
and milk and an assortment of vegetables. I hated some of 
them and had never heard of the rest. The paragraph on 
general instructions was the worst of all. 


Lie down for an hour after each meal. Stop work at 
sunset and go to bed at half past ten. Avoid excitement. 
Refrain from nervous stimulation such as music, dancing, 
and watching athletic contests. 

Cultivate a sane, healthy optimism; do not worry. 

Be relaxed. 


“Relaxed?” I cried in utter amazement. “I’m ruined!” 

He smiled at that. 

“You're pretty 
well ruined now, 
my boy. This regi- 
men may save you, 
if you stick to it. 
Of course, if you 
prefer to consult 
some other phy- 
sician——” 

But everybody 
knew Jack Siebring 
was a good diagnos- 
tician; everybody 
knew a dozen 
people whose lives 
he had saved. 

Still I protested: 

“I simply hate 
vegetables. I can’t 
live on a diet like 
that.” 

“No? Hilton, let 
me tell you some- 
thing. Once I was 
a wreck like you. I, 
too, led this arti- 
ficial city life. It’s 
inhuman. No won- 
der we take to 
stimulants. But 
beefsteak and coffee 
and cigars never 
did any man any 
good. They wreck- 
ed me as they wrecked you. In despair, I turned to rational 
living and look at me now. Do you know how I spend my 
vacations? Hunting bears in the Rocky Mountains. 

“One night last year,’ he went on, “after a hard day’s 
hunting, our guide saw a bear on the mountain just after 
supper. I'd been up since dawn, but I followed that bear 
three hours, Frank Hilton, and I got him and then came 


CPE. me and pinched me and 
prodded me all over, and with every punch 
and prod he called out some derogatory re- 
mark that the stenographer wrote down 


back and sat till midnight, telling stories around the camp 

fire. That’s what rational living has done for me.” 

, “But I don’t want to hunt bears in the Rocky Mountains,” 
said. 

He rose to dismiss me; I gathered my courage. 

“Doctor!” I said, “I’ve been thinking of getting married. 
Can I still go ahead with that?” 

“Married? Well, if you improve as we have a right to 
hope, perhaps in a year or two.” 

“A year or two?” I groaned. 

“Now, now; don’t take it so hard. Plenty of years left. 
It will give you something to work for. The girl will wait if 
she cares for you. Well, I must ask you to excuse me. Busy 
man, you know. Report in a month.” 

The lump of wreckage that but yesterday had been Frank 
Hilton, a man among men, stumbled out to the sidewalk. 
For the first time in years I felt really ill! 

A stream of limousines flowed down Park Avenue. As I 
stood hesitant one of them pulled up short and drew in to the 
curb; Ruth’s curling coppery hair and dancing blue eyes were 
framed in the window. 

“Frank! Just back from Philadelphia! Then you may 
take me to lunch.” 


UR shoulders touched, her hand clung to mine, as we rode 
the three short blocks to Montholon’s. She said nothing; 
waiting for me to say something, I supposed. But what could 
I say? It would be criminal to saddle a woman with the 
care of a man in my condition. 
* The head waiter gave us a fluent bow and the best table; 
he adored her. 

“Two Martinis,” Ruth said. 

“Only one,” I said. She looked at me with a quick concern 
that made my heart leap, but I remembered that I must 
avoid excitement. 

“What’s the matter? Frank, were you coming out of Dr. 
Siebring’s?” 

afraid I was.” 

I paused. In a year or two! Ruth would wait—maybe. 
But in decency I couldn’t heap this black burden on her. 

“Why, it’s nothing serious,” I added. 
“Nerves upset, or something. He wants 
me to go on a diet.” 

“Siebring’s clever,’ Ruth said. “He 
saved father’s life once; they’ve been 
friends ever since. Siebring dined with 
us just last week. Awfully handsome, 
isn’t he? A great outdoor man.” 

“Yes,” I said. “He promises that if I 
obey orders I can chase bears over the 
Rocky Mountains.” 


OU’D look so funny chasing bears! 

Well, what do we do this after- 
noon? Oh, I know! Toscanini’s conduct- 
ing the Philharmonic. You'd have to cover 
it for your syndicate letter and I want to 
go anyway, so that’s that. Maybe we 
can have tea somewhere, and dance; and 
then we can hurry home and dress, and 
get together again for dinner. After- 
ward? We can finish off the evening at 
the Club Cerise.” 

I stared at her in horror, but she was 
laughing with sheer delight. 

“Isn’t it funny, Frank? All the things 
I want to do today are just the things 
you have to do for your business. And 
isn’t it nice?” 

“Refrain from  stimulation—music, 
dancing, athletic contests. Go to bed 
early every night without fail.” 

Oh, what was the use? If I told her she'd be frantic with 
worry, this gay, laughing, impulsive creature. It would be 
criminal. I couldn’t tell her the truth. I must make some 
excuse that would ‘sound reasonable. 

“T have some extra writing to do today,” I told her. “No 
time for anything else. I'll have to pick up the concert and 
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) , who ordered me to let “Ruth alone, and sent him back to his table 
head first. ‘“Disgraceful, I admit, but it was an immense relief to find that after a couple of 
months of Siebring’s diet I still packed a punch 


the hockey match and so on from people who've been there.” 

I could see her freezing, hardening, drawing back into her 
shell. She knew I was lying. She knew that a dozen other 
men would have jumped at the privilege of spending that 
afternoon and evening with her, and_I was lying out of it. 

Well, she was only nineteen! For ‘all she knew, I hadn’t 
taken that one kiss as anything more. than—one kiss. 

“Oh, well, I'll have to find somebody else then.” 

She was serenely gallant, but her fingers shook as she took 
a cigarette and automatically offered her case to me. I re- 
fused. She looked at me blankly, shrugged, and turned to 
ordering her lunch. When she finished, the waiter turned to me. 

“A glass of milk,” I said, “and some mashed potatoes. And 
have you anything that’s been cooked four hours?” 

“Four hours? I’m afraid not, sir.” 

“Then give me some oyster plant that’s been put through a 
sieve.” 

He went, and Ruth stared at me in undisguised dismay. 

“Frank! What’s the matter? Are you really ill?” 

But if I told her she’d worry; worse, she was such a sports- 
man that she might insist on marrying me offhand so that we 
could face it together. 

“Of course I’m not ill,” I said, although I'd never felt 
worse in my life. “I’ve merely decided to cut out the 
unnatural artificial stimulations of city life, and go in for 
rational living.” 


NSIDERING that she and her doings were my chief 
stimulation I might as well have struck her in the face. 
But she put up a brave pretense and even smiled as she said: 
“I’m afraid you're going to be lonesome.” 
I certainly was; and my work, among other things, showed it. 
For my work was writing about what was going on in New 
York; and where could I go? Concerts and operas, hockey 


matches and prize-fights, the great costume-balls? I had to 
refrain from such artificial stimulation. That meant pan- 
handling the news from people who had been there; which 
annoyed them and annoyed me. 

It was my business to meet people who were being talked 
about. But where are such people to be met except at parties? 
I went to parties, and saw my celebrities eating food that I 
dared not touch, smoking cigars whose aroma I used to sniff 
furtively as it eddied past me. My friends began to treat me 
like a jinx. I didn’t blame them; but week by week it became 
harder for me to get anything to write about. 


bogs that this mattered much considering the way I wrote 
it. For twenty years I had worked at night and slept in 
the morning. Under Dr. Siebring’s orders I went to bed at 
half past ten, but I couldn’t sleep and to lie awake till four is 
poor preparation for writing something snappy after break- 
fast, especially if the breakfast is bread and milk. Without 
coffee I was loggy and lumpy, without cigars my nerves were 
rags and tatters. Even when I had something to write I 
couldn’t write it decently; and naturally my readers began 
to find it out. 

I — all that to Siebring when I reported at the end of a 
month. 

“Doctor,” I said, “I’m a sick man. Really sick.” 

“T know it.” He smiled with the satisfaction of the success- 
ful prophet. 

“But I wasn’t, before I started this diet.” 

“That’s all imagination, my dear fellow. For years I've lived 
practically as you do, and it’s meat and drink to me.” 

“They say one man’s meat is another man’s poison.” 

“That’s superstition. The laws of rational living—” 

“Do they have to be the same for everybody?” I demanded, 


“This diet works, for you. All right. [Continued on page 92] _ 
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“Pst accepted the 
utterly different at- 
mosphere with the 
amused condescen- 
sion of a boy wearing 
his first—rented— 
tuxedo. Ge dogged 
‘Doris’s footsteps, 
tremulously happy. 
At first she seemed 
a little casual, but 
soon she began to 
display the dainty 
friendliness of the 
chemistry lab and 
“Paul was in ecstasies 


Paul’s Story So Gar: 


eo BENTON had been a freshman in a country high 
school when he first visited the city that later became his 
home 

Strangely enough the strongest impression he had of that 
trip was of meeting a beautiful girl on the street—a girl who 
wore a pink slicker with a butterfly painted on it. 

None of the girls Paul met after he came to live in the city 
and entered East High was ever able to dim his memories of 
that girl. Not even Fritzie Wentgill, who regarded Paul as 
her private property. Not any of the flashy girls of the Palace 
dance-hall could make Paul stop dreaming of Doris Bulen. 


ste 


rucible 


She was in some of Paul's classes at high school but she 
made it clear that she intended to remain daintily aloof from 
a boy who travelled with a crowd of cigarette-smoking, gin- 
drinking dance-hall girls and gambling “fraternity men.” 

But try as Paul would he could not shake Fritzie Wentgill. 
When he told her in plain English that he was through with 
her she threatened to tell every one about the time Paul, driv- 
ing his father’s car without permission, had seriously injured 
a man and driven on without stopping. 

So Paul blundered on, having what the gang called a “hot 
time” but never absolutely satisfied with himself as a regular guy 
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HEN the girl in the Jordan Play Boy beckoned to 
Paul he was not nearly as surprised as he should have 
been. He had seen her about the halls for more than 
a year but all he knew about her was that she was high-hat. 
Paul had just turned out of the high school’s broad front 
approach on to the sidewalk. It was afternoon. He was walk- 
ing rapidly but without animation; his jaw was belligerent but 
there was scarcely any fire in his eye. 
The girl beckoned to Paul again, her lips forming the words 
“Come on!” 
At the wheel of the Play Boy sat a lad Paul knew well 
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by sight but with whom he had never exchanged a word. His 
name was Roland Van Arsdale and his father was amazingly 
wealthy. Rolly ignored the smeary-minded high school frats 
and was rumored to be informally pledged to one of the real 
fraternities at the university, which was a terriffic distinction. 
Taken all in all, he was an extremely high-class young collegian 
whose acquaintance was certainly to be cultivated if possible. 

So when Paul saw Rolly Van Arsdale also grinning an in- 
vitation to him, he brightened. Here was something new, a 
glimpse into another world. Paul responded to the lure of 
adventure with a zest and sparkle. “Ah’s a-comin’, Gabriel, 
ole gal!” he laughed, running forward. He got into the machine 
and sat down beside the girl who had called him. There was 
another boy in the back seat, holding a girl on his lap. Rolly, 
too, had a girl up in the front seat, but not on his lap. The 
Play Boy swirled forward like a plane about to take off. Every- 
one grinned and Paul felt happily foolish. 
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“Here's the situation,” the girl in front explained, turning 
half-around, “Vivian's man evaporated or something. Anyway 
we couldn’t find him. Just as we were all ready to go to the 
day nursery and see if they had any to spare, Vive here sees 
you. Not being blind, why——” 

“Whoa there Hec!” commanded Paul’s captress, Vivian. 
Then she turned to him interestedly. “Your name’s Paul Ben- 
ton, isn’t it? Seems to me I recognize the back of your neck. 
I believe I sat behind you in study Fridays, last semester. 
You're the boy who drew that awful cute picture of Mr. Spien- 
drich sitting on Mr. Skinner’s lap saying ‘g00-goo' aren’t you? 
And stuck it up on the main bulletin board?” 


7 EAH, I guess that was me,” admitted Paul with modest 
pride. The incident had made him somewhat of a celeb- 
rity around East for several days. 

“Another smart young feller!” exclaimed Hec. At which 
they laughed so loudly that Paul thought it a bit queer. 

He quickly learned, however, that “another smart young 
feller” was their current stock phrase. A policeman had thus 
addressed Rolly, when the latter cut some piece of foolishness 
in down-town traffic, and the word-combination had appealed 
to his harebrained crew. 

Almost at once Paul felt acquainted with these superior 
young people; in five sparkling minutes he was gratefully and 
very much one of them. He learned that the boy who shared 
the back seat with him was Gordon and his girl was “Hic,” 
twin sister to “Hec” of the front seat. They chattered all at 
once, Rolly seemingly not paying the least attention to his 
driving. Out Morris Avenue and into fashionable Berkley Ad- 
dition they whirled, to slow up before a home almost splendid 
enough to be a mansion. Rolly swung sharply up the drive 
and under an elaborate porte-cochere. The car stopped with 
a jerk, its occupants leaping out in the same continuous move- 
ment. 

“Come on!” insisted Vivian once more, seeing Paul’s hesi- 
tancy. “Come on” seemed to be another catch-phrase. 

Paul found -himself in a quiet reception hall vaulted like 
a cathedral and sumptuously furnished. A butler was taking 
his hat and topcoat. He was not the stony-faced automaton 
the boy had supposed butlers to be, but a pleasant old white- 
haired gentleman who said “How do, sir. Nice wintry day.” 

The rest of the young folks casually handed him their things 
and drifted on through an arched door- 
way. A sense of awe enveloped Paul, 
washing off the unreal mask of sophistica- 
tien. A happy look of dim wonder 
settled on his face. 

“Let’s see if there’s anything good on 
the radio,” said Rolly. 

Paul sank into the window-seat, Vivian 
beside him. She cast an odd, motherly 
look of surprise at his bewildered ex- 
pression of delight. 

“What’s the matter?” she asked softly. 

“Why this. It’s—oh, gee— it’s won- 
derful.” His voice was a little tremulous. 
With a sweeping gesture he indicated the 
room about them. 


HE looked at him a moment longer, 
her kind brown eyes glowing. Then 
she arose quickly, drawing her hand up 
the soft stubble of Paul’s neck. That 
same hand made the motion of patting 
his hair but somehow did not quite touch 


lot of high school 
boys and girls think that 
“Bob Carr, who is cranking 


rested there but there was only friendliness in her clasp 

“You must think I’m awful,” she murmured, “snatching you 
off the sidewalk and dragging you away like this. It was Hec 
dared me to do it. Do you think it was awful?” 

“Not very. Oh, I mean no, not at all! I think it’s nice. 
Besides, we kinda knew each other anyway.” 

“Did you know me? But I knew you all right. 
friend of a very good friend of yours.” 

“Who's that?” 

“Doris Bulen.” 

“What?” The last bit of ice was broken from the stream 
of Paul’s restraint. “A very good friend of mine, did you 
say?” He quieted himself with an effort. “And what does 
she have to say about me?” he asked, as .polite as a young taxi- 
driver with his first fare. 

“Oh, that’d be telling!” 

Suddenly Vivian jumped up and threw her arms about the 
twins as they twirled past. The three girls spun for a moment 
in the middle of the floor like dervishes then scampered to the 
bench before the grand piano. 


I'm a good 


H* and Vivian plunged into an impromptu duet, with the 
other twin occasionally assisting at one end or the other 
of the keyboard. Gordon and Rolly joined them and Paul 
followed. The room was filled with their laughter and the bang- 
ing of the piano. “If you like a ukulele lady, ukulele lady 
like-a you!” They did not sing or even try to sing; they 
simply rocked back and forth and yelled as they felt it. 

Paul could not hold in. The cynical aloofness of a big-time frat 
man crumbled in this sunshine. He locked arms with Rolly and 
Gordon, giggling like a silly girl as Rolly rendered his version 
of “Ukulele Lady,” “Gif goo gike ga gooka gaily gaidy—” 

“Move over!” Rolly shouted, forcing his way on to the piano 
bench between Vivian and Hic. “I'll show you the way old 
Pat his-whiskers plays ‘Prelude.’ Gimme plenty elbow room!” 
He elaborately went through the motions of rolling up his 
sleeves, clawed his hair down over his forehead and growled 
fiercely. Then he stuck his two forefingers out stiffly parallel 
as if showing someone the length of a fish, and with them he 
vigorously struck the opening octave of a Rachmaninoff’s 
Prelude in C sharp minor. 

Pling! He held it, blowing through his mussed-up hair. 

Plong! The Piano hummed and twanged angrily, so vi- 
ciously did he assault it. He released the 
keys and raised his hands high to club the 
third note to death. 

Plung! He missed it dismally, one of 
those horrible, half-tone misses that make 
music-lovers cry out in anguish. 

“Rotten!” shrieked Hec, pulling him back- 
wards off the bench. He landed sprawling 
in a flapping of trousers. Paul and Gordon 
helped him to his feet amid hearty guffaws 
and the three stood tickling the backs of 
the girls’ necks till at last they turned on 
their tormentors. 

Vivian charged into Paul and drove him 
laughingly backwards till he fell on to the 
davenport. She closed in on him with rosy 
face and flashing eyes. When she discov- 
ered that he was ticklish she had him at 
her mercy. She tickled him in the ribs un- 
til he howled, “Aw, don’t! Aw, gosh, Vive, 
don’t! Aw, have a heart!” He collapsed 
weakly when she relented and lying back, 
marvelled half-sudconsciously at the sheer 


him. “You poor kid,’ she whispered to nose gp joy of being a rough-house kid once more. 

herself, dreamily. scm, & all wrong Then he arose and was in the midst of madly 
“Huh?” Paul looked up. today Ss young people as told pursuing Vivian around the room when 
I said, can you dance?” in his “Crucible of “Youth.” Rolly cried: 
“Dance? Me? Say, just try me and What do you think? “Come on! 

see!” A little of the timid wonder went With one accord they rushed for the vn 


from him but all of the delight remained. 

Rolly tuned in the toe-tickling rhythm of some far-off or- 
chestra, made more enchanting by that slight blurred huskiness 
radio imparts to music. The twins were dancing together, 
weaving about in all sorts of eccentric slides and hops. 

“But let’s not dance right now,” added Vivian, settling down 
in the cushions. Her hand found Paul’s nervous one and 


Paul looked about a trifle startled, think- 


ing perhaps a fire had been discovered, but all the while he 
was thinking he was diving into his coat and hurrying toward 
the side door after the rest. 
“What's the rush?” he gasped as he plunged down the steps. 
Nobody heard him. They leaped for the Play Boy like fire- 
men answering a three-alarm call. 


Gordon slipped awkwardly 
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cried G . gill, on 
“Doris shrank back. ‘Paul 


“T’ve been looking for you.” 


©, there you are, Snookums, you old blond thing!’ 


“Paul and “Doris suddenly. 


took a deep breath, his face growing white and grim as he watched the change in “Doris 
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on the running board and almost fell as he vaulted for the 
back seat. “Another smart young feller!” they shrieked in 
unison. Rolly raced the motor till the light car rocked, then 
backed down the curved drive with a hair-raising abandon. 

In truth they did not know where they were going, or why. 
And Paul discovered he didn’t care either. Their happy reck- 
lessness corrected perfectly the pathological symptoms that 
had been developing in him. 

The streets in Berkley Addition were wide and winding. 
Coming toward them around a curve was a sedan driven slowly 
and sedately by a middle-aged gentleman. As the speeding 
Play Boy turned the curve Rolly was busy trying to tweak 
Hec’s nose. A look of horror overspread the countenance of 
the sedan driver as the other car hurtled directly at him. He 
started for the nearest front lawn. 

Paul caught his breath, shut his eyes and braced himself for 
the crash. 

“Atta boy Rol, run him up in the grass!” yelled Gordon, 
drawing his feet in from over the side where they had been 
dangling. 

Rolly swung the wheel perhaps three inches. There was a 
rending sound as the two cars scraped fenders, the Play Boy 
careened wildly under 
the impact. Rolly 
doubled their speed 
and roared on, still aA 
trying to tweak Hec’s 
nose. His face had 
not lost its magnifi- 
cent moronic grin. 

“Another smart 
young feller!” again 
was wafted to the sky. 
Gordon stood up and 
bowed politely back 
towards the middle- 
aged gentleman who 
was at that moment 
climbing shakily out 
of his sedan to in- 
spect the damage done. 


OR a moment 
Paul’s head swam 
with bewilderment, 
awe and delight; then 
from the bobbing 
balloon-basket of his 
mind another bag of 
ballast was cast gaily 
overboard. “Let ’er 
rip! If we wreck 
we're wrecked, but 
give the old bus the 
gas anyway!” He 
laughed with wild 
merriment as Rolly 
slid up and seated 
himself on the high 
back of the front seat, 
from where, for a 
brief space, he guided 
the hurtling car by 
means of his feet on 
the steering wheel. 
Paul snatched Vivian's hat, doffed his own and set the girl's 
jauntily askew on his head. They tussled, their shrill cries 
of laughter piercing the thick roar of the motor. 


A= this on the comparatively deserted streets of Berkley 
Addition. When Rolly plunged into the traffic parade of 
Morris Avenue he calmed himself to a speed and behavior 
almost law-abiding. Back past the high school, where they 
waved a gusty greeting to an astonished janitor on the front 
walk. Darting up a side street, skidding a corner, they slid to 
a dramatic halt before Strader’s, where they sprang out and 
rushed in with that same senseless air of excitement which 
pervaded their every movement. 

Several of Paul’s fraternity “brothers” were in there, and 


they looked curiously at him as he wedged himself into one 
of the collegiate booths with Rolly Van Arsdale and the rest. 
“Don’t anybody order anything under forty cents!” com- 
manded Rolly, poring over the soda fountain menw card. 
Hec was half on Paul’s lap, half on Rolly’s as they waited 
for their dishes of luscious goo. Paul was a little slow in ad- 
justing himself to this new way of treating girls. He had 
somehow considered Vivian as “his girl,” but now she was 
tightly wedged in beside Gordon in the opposite seat and 
plump, grey-eyed Hec was the girl Paul poked in the ribs. 


HE fluffy blobs of pretty stuff the waiter brought were soon 
demolished. They ate informally: 
“Trade you two spoonsfulla my whipped cream for that 
piece of pineapple!” 
“Another smart young feller! Nope—sir, this piece of pine- 
apple’s mine!” 
“Who's game to eat this red-painted moth ball that’s ’sposed 
to be a cherry?” 
“Gimme it, didn’t I letcha drink parta my glassa water?” 
Smack, yum-yum, rich and sweet; only a half-hour till sup- 
per time. 
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Paul's eyes bulged out a little when he saw the denomination 
of the bill Rolly laid down to. pay the check. 

It was Hec on his lap this time in the back seat. She hid 
her face in the collar of his topcoat to shield it from the cut- 
ting cold wind. Paul told himself that he had never before 
seen a girl who could sit on a fellow’s lap as politely as Hec 
Hanover. They drove past his house and he leaped out amid 
a babble of “good-bys” and “tomorrows.” 
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© Pasa rushed down into the grass 
and began to haul girls out from the 


wreckage. 


Suddenly he became 


conscious of a form lying on the grass 


by his side. 


It was “Doris “Bulen, 


crumpled in a‘limp heap 


As they clipped the curb by the Kruger Store he heard 
Vivian cry, “Another smart young feller!” On the step he 
paused, looking after them with a delighted smile. 

He ran up the steps and into the house. His mother met him 
in the front hall. “Why Paul, where on earth have you been?” 


E HUNG up his hat and coat. “Oh, just ridin’ around.” 
He pushed past her and into the dining room. 
“Riding around with who?” demanded his father, drawing 
his chair up to the table and reaching for the biggest muffin. 
“Oh, Rolly Van Arsdale, and the Hanover twins, and Gordon 
I-forget-his-last-name.” 
“Who are they?” asked Mrs. Benton anxiously. “I’ve never 
heard of them before. You've always been so good about tell- 
ing me who you're with that I hate to have you go running off 


with folks I don’t know anything about and never heard of.” 

Paul hastily bit into a muffin to keep from laughing in her 
face. 

“Which Van Arsdale is that?” asked Mr. Benton slowly, 
after a moment’s queer staring. 

“The rich Van Arsdales. Live out in Berkley Addition; 
butler n’everything. Rolly drives a Jordan Play Boy. Why, 
do you know 

“Uh, no! Well, yes! I know Mr. Van Arsdale, that is. 
Met him at the club.” 

“What kinda fellow is he? Stuck up? Rolly’s not.” 

“Hardly that, uh, just a business acquaintance; only know 
him in a business way. Scarcely know the man at all. Seems to 
be a pretty good sort of chap personally. Uh, yes—that is—” 

Paul frowned a penetrating, ques- [Continued on page 106) 
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on the running board and almost fell as he vaulted for the 
back seat. “Another smart young feller!” they shrieked in 
unison. Rolly raced the motor till the light car rocked, then 
backed down the curved drive with a hair-raising abandon. 

In truth they did not know where they were going, or why. 
And Paul discovered he didn’t care either. Their happy reck- 
lessness corrected perfectly the pathological symptoms that 
had been developing in him. 

The streets in Berkley Addition were wide and winding. 
Coming toward them around a curve was a sedan driven slowly 
and sedately by a middle-aged gentleman. As the speeding 
Play Boy turned the curve Rolly was busy trying to tweak 
Hec’s nose. A look of horror overspread the countenance of 
the sedan driver as the other car hurtled directly at him. He 
started for the nearest front lawn. 

Paul caught his breath, shut his eyes and braced himself for 
the crash. 

“Atta boy Rol, run him up in the grass!” yelled Gordon, 
drawing his feet in from over the side where they had been 
dangling. 

Rolly swung the wheel perhaps three inches. There was a 
rending sound as the two cars scraped fenders, the Play Boy 
careened wildly under 
the impact. Rolly 
doubled their speed Ga 
and roared on, still 
trying to tweak Hec’s 
nose. His face had 
not lost its magnifi- 
cent moronic grin. 

“Another smart 
young feller!” again 
was wafted to the sky. 
Gordon stood up and 
bowed politely back 
towards the middle- 
aged gentleman who 
was at that moment 
climbing shakily out 
of his sedan to in- 
spect the damage done. 


OR a moment 

Paul’s head swam 
with bewilderment, 
awe and delight; then 
from the bobbing 
balloon-basket of his 
mind another bag of 
ballast was cast gaily 
overboard. “Let ’er 
rip! If we wreck 
we're wrecked, but 
give the old bus the 
gas anyway!” He 
laughed with wild 
merriment as Rolly 
slid up and seated 
himself on the high 
back of the front seat, “ 
from where, for a ¢ 
brief space, he guided ‘ 
the hurtling car by 
means of his feet on 
the steering wheel. 

Paul snatched Vivian's hat, doffed his own and set the girl's 

jauntily askew on his head. They tussled, their shrill cries 
of laughter piercing the thick roar of the motor. 


A this on the comparatively deserted streets of Berkley 
Addition. When Rolly plunged into the traffic parade of 
Morris Avenue he calmed himself to a speed and behavior 
almost law-abiding. Back past the high school, where they 
waved a gusty greeting to an astonished janitor on the front 
walk. Darting up a side street, skidding a corner, they slid to 
a dramatic halt before Strader’s, where they sprang out and 
rushed in with that same senseless air of excitement which 
pervaded their every movement. 

Several of Paul's fraternity “brothers” were in there, and 


they looked curiously at him as he wedged himself into one 
of the collegiate booths with Rolly Van Arsdale and the rest. 
“Don’t anybody order anything under forty cents!” com- 
manded Rolly, poring over the soda fountain menw card. 
Hec was half on Paul’s lap, half on Rolly’s as they waited 
for their dishes of luscious goo. Paul was a little slow in ad- 
justing himself to this new way of treating girls. He had 
somehow considered Vivian as “his girl,” but now she was 
tightly wedged in beside Gordon in the opposite seat and 
plump, grey-eyed Hec was the girl Paul poked in the ribs. 


HE fluffy blobs of pretty stuff the waiter brought were soon 
demolished. They ate informally: 
“Trade you two spoonsfulla my whipped cream for that 
piece of pineapple!” 
“Another smart young feller! Nope—sir, this piece of pine- 
apple’s mine!” 
“Who's game to eat this red-painted moth ball that’s ’sposed 
to be a cherry?” 
“Gimme it, didn’t I letcha drink parta my glassa water?” 
Smack, yum-yum, rich and sweet; only a half-hour till sup- 
per time. 
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Paul's eyes bulged out a little when he saw the denomination 
of the bill Rolly laid down to. pay the check. 

It was Hec on his lap this time in the back seat. She hid 
her face in the collar of his topcoat to shield it from the cut- 
ting cold wind. Paul told himself that he had never before 
seen a girl who could sit on a fellow’s lap as politely as Hec 
Hanover. They drove past his house and he leaped out amid 
a babble of “good-bys” and “tomorrows.” 
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As they clipped the curb by the Kruger Store he heard 
Vivian cry, “Another smart young feller!” On the step he 
paused, looking after them with a delighted smile. 

He ran up the steps and into the house. His mother met him 
in the front hall. “Why Paul, where on earth have you been?” 


E HUNG up his hat and coat. “Oh, just ridin’ around.” 
He pushed past her and into the dining room. 
“Riding around with who?” demanded his father, drawing 
his chair up to the table and reaching for the biggest muffin. 
“Oh, Rolly Van Arsdale, and the Hanover twins, and Gordon 
1-forget-his-last-name.” 
“Who are they?” asked Mrs. Benton anxiously. “I’ve never 
heard of them before. You’ve always been so good about tell- 
ing me who you're with that I hate to have you go running off 


© Pasa rushed down into the grass 
and began to haul girls out from the 
wreckage. 
conscious of a form lying on the grass 
by his side. i 
crumpled in a‘limp heap 


uddenly he became 


It was “Doris “Bulen, 


with folks I don’t know anything about and never heard of.” 

Paul hastily bit into a muffin to keep from laughing in her 
face. 

“Which Van Arsdale is that?” asked Mr. Benton slowly, 
after a moment’s queer staring. 

“The rich Van Arsdales. Live out in Berkley Addition; 
butler n’everything. Rolly drives a Jordan Play Boy. Why, 
do you know ’em?” 

“Uh, no! Well, yes! I know Mr. Van Arsdale, that is. 
Met him at the club.” 

“What kinda fellow is he? Stuck up? Rolly’s not.” 

“Hardly that, uh, just a business acquaintance; only know 
him in a business way. Scarcely know the man at all. Seems to 
be a pretty good sort of chap personally. Uh, yes—that is—” 

Paul frowned a penetrating, ques- [Continued on page 106] 
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HE night Dick moved down to the club “for 

I a few weeks to think things out” I realized that 

our marriage had failed. We had started out 
with very definite ideas on all the great problems of 
life, especially marriage. For my own part I had a 
horror of marriage as I'd seen it in my rather large 
family: surveillance, questions that insulted, bicker- 
ings, lies where there was no real need for lies, merely 
to keep peace, discoveries and jealous rages. 

“The minute two people have a ceremony said over 
them,” Dick had declared, “they begin to regard each 
other as a new house to which they have acquired a 
deed. You can cage a dumb animal, and in time it 
may be so cowed that it won’t try to escape, but the 
minute you try caging the human animal, that minute 
he begins to look for holes in the wall.” His blue 
eyes blazed with high conviction. “It’s not adven- 
ture that married people want,” he added excitedly, 
“but freedom.” 

We had a great many high-browish talks on the 
subject, and had the perfect system worked out. 

We began with all the fuss and furbelows of civil- 
ized life—church, orange blossoms and wedding ring: 
but “without the ball and chain.” 

Our joint families gave us a whole floor in a new 
apartment house east of Fifth Avenue. We furnished 
it with old-fashioned glee and hung the latch-key out- 
side. We were quite frankly in love; but we re- 
spected each other’s privacy and liberty of thought 
and action. Our attitude toward each other was 
tender, thoughtful, considerate. In our five years 
together there were no bickerings, no heroics, no 
wild rages and splendid makings up. 

Dick would often call up in the late afternoon to 
say: “Won’t be home to dinner tonight, dear. Going 
with some chaps to a studio party.” 

Or I: “Dick dear, take care of yourself this evening 
will you? I’m going out to Florrie’s. She just got back 
from Europe today and wants me to see the spoils.” 

In our crowd we were looked upon as exponents of 
the ideal marriage. The girls flirted quite openly 
with Dick but I was not uneasy. 


OT that I was vain of my charms. I was what is 

known as an outdoor girl, slim and strong and 
full of life, having a certain amount of brains, darkish 
hair and eyes, a good complexion and irregular fea- 
tures. There were many girls in our own set more 
beautiful, but Dick had chosen me. I say “chosen” 
because he was the type of man who could choose. 
Big, fair, virile, with a careless good humor and a 
promising business of his own, he had been one of the 
most popular young men in our crowd. That he loved 
me didn’t preclude the idea of his enjoying the com- 
pany of an amusing girl. And he seemed always to 
find greater charm in me by comparison. 

I let the boys flirt with me more by way of playing 
he game than for any other reason. A woman in love 
differs fundamentally from a man in love. The so- 
ciety of other men loses its zest. She doesn’t really 
enjoy them. But I was determined to put no bridle 
on Dick even by implication. 

We had been married about four years when Doris 
Pierce made up her mind to get Dick. He had been 
a young man of considerable promise when I married 
him; he was rapidly becoming a man of consequence. 
And Doris had passed the twenty-five mark. 

I wasn’t shocked. I knew Doris was not common, 
that marriage was her game. Dick was “wise to her,” 
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But Because Fle Seemed “Dearer to e7e Than 
Ever I ‘Resorted to the Old-Gashioned Woman's 
Last Line of “Defense to Hold Fim 


‘With “Drawings from Life 
By Louts G. SCHROEDER 


and a little flattered at her deliberate pursuit of him. 

Her energy in this instance was incredible, for she 
wasn’t naturally energetic. She found out where he 
lunched and when, and dropped in two or thrée times 
a week, at first pretending surprise, then openly ac- 
knowledging that she was bered and lonely and it 
cheered her to talk with him. She would be passing 
his office and stop’for “just a minute.” 


CK told me about her visits and, although he 
saw through her, he was not altogether displeased. 
“She looked ripping in a new hat she’d just bought. 
Stopped in to get my O. K. on it. Little minx! I 
wonder if she thinks I fall for that stuff. Why it’s 
got whiskers on it. But one thing, she doesn’t make 
a nuisance of herself; she’s in and out like a flash.” 
I understood her methods. She didn’t expect Dick 
to “fall for” her devices. On the contrary she knew 
he’d see through them, but it vested her with a certain 
naivete that she should try such childish tricks on 
him. And more important still was the subtle sug- 
gestion that finding him irresistible, she yet had brains 
enough not to make a nuisance of herself. She was 
darkly beautiful, wore charming clothes and had a 
lovely smile. 

At the parties where we met she openly appropriated 
him. His steps suited hers exactly in dancing. She 
maneuvered to sit beside him at dinners. She kept 
herself informed as to when we had an open evening 
and called on us with a hastily gathered crowd. 

If Dick’s car was laid up she called to take him to 
the office, sounding the horn loudly in front of the 
house till he came out, and waving gaily to me when 
I came to the window. 

To the older generation it may seem criminal care- 
lessness that I made no fuss and seemed unaware of 
what was going on. But my response to them is that 
I didn’t propose to help her game by trying to block 
it. I knew Dick was not a cad and I hoped when the 
novelty wore off he would weary of her pursuit. 

It was not until Dick quit mentioning Doris’s visits, 
their little téte-a-téte teas at this place and that, and 
my friends stopped chaffing me about running into 
my husband and his “girl friend,” that I realized the 
situation was becoming serious. But even then I 
was not prepared for Doris’s visit. 

’ She stopped in one morning just after Dick had 
left. She did not sit down but began at once: 

“Nina, what are you going to do about Dick and 
me?” 

“Do?” I said. 
do anything.” 


“I didn’t know I was called on to 


HEN you're a fool. We love each other and it’s 
up to you to divorce Dick, or own up that you 
mean to hold him to a contract that you profess to 
scorn. Would you hold him against his will?” 


“I didn’t know I was doing that?” I said. “He 
hasn’t mentioned the matter to me.” 
“Of course he hasn’t. He never will. He’s the 


regulation scared husband, afraid of hurting you and 
all that twaddle, just as I dare say you are really the 
Victorian wife ready to hold on like grim death. Why 
a neglected husband should pity his wife, feel obliged 
to take care of her and see that she isn’t hurt, heaven 
only knows. But your position isn’t any more envi- 
able than mine. Everybody knows he loves me and 
that you are either a fool or too selfish to get out of 
his way and let him be happy.” 
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he Unexpected Outcome of an 


“Doris,” I said, “would you mind going? You have made 
your position very clear and, also, my position in your eyes. 
The only thing that interests me is Dick’s position: I can’t 
take your word for that. You'd better go at once.” 

She stared at me a minute, then turned and walked to the 
door. “Dick will be mad as the devil with me for this,” she 
said, “but he won’t deny 
what I’ve said.” With 
that she went out. 

I looked up at the 
clock. Why does one 
note time when the end 
of one’s world has come? 
For contrary to my 
avowed friendship with 
my husband I loved him 
as deeply as any Vic- 
torian wife or any jungle 
woman has ever loved 
her man. But I knew 
that Doris would not 
have dared to come to 
me like that if she had 
not been very sure of her 
power over Dick. 


REACHED for the 

telephone, then drew 
back. I had to get hold 
of myself. No hysterics. 
She said he pitied me. 

When Dick came in 
that evening I knew he’d 
seen Doris. He ate si- 
lently. After dinner we 
went into the music 
room and he closed the 
door. 

“Well,” he said, “out 
with it.” 

His fair boyish face 
was pale, his blue eyes 
defiant. He stood with 
his hands in his pockets, 
his legs apart as if to 
brace himself against an 
attack 

I stared at him a 
moment unable to speak. 
Then I said: 

“Dickey, can’t we talk 
this all out in the same 
spirit we did before mar- 
riage? We were friends 
then as well as sweet- 
hearts. Surely marriage 
hasn’t robbed me of your 
friendship. I am_ the 
same girl grown older, 
you the same boy.” 

He flushed. “I don’t 
know about that,” he 
said sullenly. 

But talk it out we did, 
and in the process he re- 
vealed the whole ugly 
mass of lying sugges- 
tions on which Doris had been feeding him for months. 

It appeared that he had decided our intelligent, mutually 
respectful marriage was like a well-ordered meal without sea- 
soning, basically good, but tasteless. Marriage without ups 
and downs was unstimulating, an achievement as romantic and 
glamorous as roast beef. Marriage to be a success must have 
rain as well as sunshine, storms to relieve the deadliness of 
tranquillity. He was fed up on theories. He wanted what 
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every man wanted—love, and not just friendship in his wife. 

All this and much more he said striding up and down the 
music room. Finally realizing that I neither reproached him 
nor sought to defend my position he stopped in his restless 
walk. He stared at me a moment, then dropped miserably into 
a chair and covered his face with his hands. “I'm a cad, 


When “Doris burst into the room, | sat up shaken by fear of what the next ten 
dinner with me,” “Doris screamed at my former husband. 


“You brute. Carrying 


Nina. It’s no wonder you never thought 1 was worth holding. 
I'm not.” In that revealing accusation, that I hadn’t thought 
him worth holding, and in the outburst that followed I saw as 
if it were on a printed page before me, how cunningly Doris 
had set herself to undermine Dick’s love for me. 

“It’s true,” Dick went on. “Doris and I do love each other. 
She’s so tender, so thoughtful. Always concerned over me. I 
guess men are egotists.” 
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He lifted his head but his eyes avoided meeting mine. 
“You've been the finest little pal in the world, Nina. Cheer- 
ful, always ready to frolic, or keep still when I was too tired 
to frolic, a model home-maker in spite of the outside activities 
that absorbed you. I haven’t a single complaint to make ex- 
cept that—well I didn’t absorb you.” 


minutes would bring. “So this is why you couldn’t have 
on an intrigue with her the very night before our wedding” 


“No.” My voice was amazingly calm. “It’s what every 
man and every woman wants but a man gives two-thirds of 
himself to success. In doing that isn’t he indirectly absorbed 
in his wife? He wants success more for her sake than for his.” 

“That’s true.” 

“A woman; especially of our class, is apt to become a brooder 
and a nagger if she has too much time on her hands. It doesn’t 
follow that she is not just as much absorbetl in him because 
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she occupies her mind with outside interests to avoid the sick- 
ness of an idle mind. Isn’t that really indirect absorption?” 

His eyes lifted. He stared at me a long minute. “Nina do 
you still love me? Because if you do—” 

If I still loved him! How well she'd done her work. There 
was resolve in his face, but not eagerness. 

I made my voice casual. “Of course 
I love you, Dickey boy, just as I always 
did. And that’s a great deal. But I’m 
not going to lie down and die if you 
want to go. No woman does that. If 
she says she will it’s because she loves 
herself most, and is bent on holding her ° 
man no matter how she hurts him. I 
love you, Dickey, but you couldn’t make 
me happy by just sticking your life out 
with me. I'd rather be your good friend 
who had helped you to happiness than 
your unloved wife.” 

He got up and began striding about 
once more. “You're right, Nina. That 
would be torture for you. I could stand 
it; I’m busy—but, oh, Nina, honey, I’m 
all at sea. I love you. I swear I love 
you, Nina. But I love Doris too, in a 
different way. There’s something so soft 
and sweet about Doris. She appeals to 
me. Her little flares of temper amuse 
me. Her humble penitence for days af- 
terward is so childlike. She seems to 
be in a fever of one sort or another over 
me all the time, and I admit, I like it. 
It’s my darned egotism. 

“You're so calm and sane. Take this 
talk we’re having right now. I bet there’s 
not another woman in seven states who 
wouldn’t have pulled a fit of hysterics. 
I admire your wholesomeness and good 
sense and I feel a tenderness, toward you 
that I don’t feel toward Doris. I like to 
hurt her at times. I get a kind of thrill 
out of it, but I'd cut my right arm off 
rather than hurt you.” 

“Pity, perhaps.” 

“No, Nina, you aren’t the type of wo- 
man any man could pity. You’d bat a 
chap in the eye if he tried it. You've got 
grit and common sense and yet you’re such 
a little thing, sweet and frail and inviting. 
I feel this minute as if I'd like to just 
grab you up in my arms and crush you; 
_yet I know I couldn’t bear to hurt you.” 


z wir don’t you try it, Dickey?” 
I asked. I was nearer hysterics 
than I’d ever been. “I'd like it.” 

He took a step toward me then stopped 
short. 

“No. No. This business has got to 
be thought out, not patched up by a flare 
of emotion. I’m going to move down to 
the club for a few weeks to think things 
out. I can’t stand this pulling about, and 
it isn’t fair to you. It isn’t getting us 
anywhere.” 

For the next few days I went about 
the business of living with punctilious attention to its demands 
as expressed by our crowd. I played bridge; danced; attended 
the usual rounds of luncheons, teas, dinners and theaters. I 
met Doris everywhere, and while we didn’t pretend friendship 
or preference for each other’s society, we smiled, spoke casu- 
ally, and made no effort at avoidance. However the savage 
raged in my soul, I had the mind of the modern young woman. 

I knew everybody was whispering behind my back, knew it 
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the more certainly because nobody showed awareness that 
things were in any way wrong. That’s our code. Gossip, but 
no open prying. Say anything and everything you want to 
say, so long as you don’t say what's really in your heart. 
Hearts are out of date 

At first Dick was terribly embarrassed when we met in 
public, but I was so casual, so ready to desert him if another 
man came along, so ready to make way for Doris, so serene 
with her that, manlike, he gradually dropped his defenses. 


HERE was no definite separation, no quarrel between 
us, merely an understanding that he would remain at 
the club until he’d fought the matter out. A la Doris, I ran 
in on him at the office for a bit of advice, or to show off a new 
hat or frock, never lingering till the light of admiration had 
given place to the consciousness of pressing business. We 
never referred to the past or the future. I treated him as a 
good man friend whose opinion I valued and whom I enjoyed 
as a playmate 
But Doris managed to tie him to her side most of the time. 
A few of our crowd were even beginning to turn the cold 
shoulder to Doris. Not that they repudiated her for her conduct 
so much as that they saw through 


“Don’t say that. I- hate that word ‘property,’ Nina—” 

“So do I,” I said. “But promise me, Dickey, that you 
won’t let any other woman take your friendship from me, 
until she has the legal right to dictate your friends.” 

“No woman will ever dictate my~friends,” he said. 

I might have smiled at his masculine reaction if my heart 
had not been bursting with the weight of tears I wouldn't 
shed 

“Well, until you are married again, we’re pals. 
that ?” 

No doubt my methods were not the approved methods for 
holding an unwilling husband. But I could see no advantage 
in holding him if he continued to stay at the club. Moreover, 
for the woman who fails to hold her husband’s love, yet ties 
herself to his coat tails I have only contempt. The fact that 
he couldn’t have Doris made her seem a delightfully danger- 
ous adventure 

To remove these inequalities I had let him go to the club, 
hoping to hold him, not through duty, pity, conscience, habit ; 
but through the love which I believed and hoped was still 
mine. I wanted to prove that I was not going to be an obstacle. 

When I offered to start divorce 
proceedings it was with the same 


You promise 


my swaggering cheerfulness and 


impudent friendliness with Dick, 
and they respected swaggeving im- 
pudence 
They offered none by word, look 
or gesture, but quite casually they 
began leaving Doris out of things. 
Thus, instead of helping me they i] 
put a cudgel in her hands, for Dick 
was the sort of man who would 
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idea of clearing away the lumber of 
marriage obligations and privileges. 

I knew that he still considered 
me an attractive woman. New 
York being the most. difficult state 
in the Union in which to obtain a 
divorce, I counted on a long period 
while suit was pending in which I 
would have the advantage of being 
an attractive woman who was not 


find it intolerable that a woman’s —- al 
reputation should be injured by “Pastor of Grinity Church, Glasgou his wife. This was my final des- 
her love for him. Wearing the perate play 


garb of a new order he really be- “s 
longed to the old, as most of us | 
do under our poses and pretenses. 
I played hard to hold him, ac- | right. 
cording to the rules of my genera- 
tion, but as time went on and he 
said nothing about coming home I 
began to think a divorce was in- 
evitable. | a hope. 
Dick was caught in the age-old 


OW is the accepted time,” said 

an ancient prophet. Ge was 
It’s the only time that is Gere 
to be accepted by anybody. The “Past 
is ours as a memory. Ghe Guture as 
Che ‘Present alone is here to 
do with as we will. 


EN days later the proceedings 
were launched. The whole 
thing was so amazing, so revolt- 
ing! A lawyer chosen by Dick. A 
detective paid by him. A rendez- 
vous arranged. A trip up state 
with my lawyer, my detective and 
my witness to avoid publicity, and 
it was done. 
Neither Dick nor his lawyer ap- 


Learn then to 


masculine trap. How many men 
before him have been convinced 
they love two women. And when 
“the other woman” is as clever as 
I knew Doris to be, the wife’s 
position is nothing short of im- 
possible. 


E matter came to a head one 

afternoon when Dick and I 
were having tea together some 
three months after he'd gone to 
the club “to think things over.” 
Suddenly he put his hand over 
mine as it lay on the table. “Nina,” 
he said, “I’m coming home.” 

‘Because I’m your wife, Dickey, 
or because I’m the woman you 
love?” I asked. 

He stared at me a minute, then 
his eyes fell. “I’m a beast and a 
cad.” 

“You are neither, Dickey. You 
are simply in a devastating posi- 
tion,” I said. 


live One day at a Gime, and that 
day Ghis day. Get rid of the costly 
habit of regarding Goday as something 
to be endured for the sake of Gomorrow 
which is going to be enjoyed. Let no 
day close without doing some helpful 
deed to someone. ‘Don't think you've 
wasted your time if you've done that 
kindly thing to someone belonging to 
you. “Don’t wait till Gomorrow to go 
in search of Beauty. Look for it in 
the park or the picture-gallery. “Gake 
no thought for the morrow,” said the 
noblest Soul in history. 


“I’ve been thinking a good deal lately and I 


peared at the trial. The detective 
and Mary Truman, my witness, 
swore, as I did, that Dick had 
registered in a hotel with a woman 
as his wife and that we’d walked 
in on them. My lawyer questioned 
us painstakingly, the judge asked 
one or two questions. The dis- 
solution of “the sacred bonds of 
holy matrimony” required, in dif- 
ficult New York State, something 
like twenty minutes. 

What a travesty on law and 
order and decency was that whole 
nauseating procedure! Especially 
so to me was the discovery that 
the woman with whom Dick had 
registered at that hotel was not one 
of those women who for twenty- 
five dollars a case make a living 
by furnishing trumped up evidence, 
but Doris, the exquisite, the dis- 
creet, the girl he loved. 


How she had obtained Dick’s consent to this final com- 


think the only decent thing is a divorce.” 

“You're right.” His voice was husky. “It’s the only decent 
thing. And, Nina, I can’t keep on being friends with you. I 
want to, God knows, but you see what I am.” 

‘Nonsense, Dickey. It’s only because you can’t forget 
that legally I’m your wife. You'll feel differently after the 
divorce. Even after proceedings are started, because I'll be 
forbidden, no longer your property, so to speak.” 
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promise I could not imagine; but this I knew—it was equiva- 
lent, with a man of Dick’s sort, to a marriage ceremony. He 
was hopelessly committed to-her, devastatingly lost to me after 
that visit to the hotel 

As we drove home, Mary, true to form, plunged into talk 
about marriage and divorce in the abstract. She was a 
brilliant girl who surrounded herself with the pseudo-intel- 
ligentsia from Greenwich Village, with {Continued on page 87 | 
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NEAL: Say Joan, what do 
you expect me to do with this? 


JOAN: G@irst learn those 
rules by heart, second, promise 
that you will obey them and 
third never try to enforce the 

. rules that concern the wife 

JOAN: Now that I’m Ms. 

Neal Burns do you promise 

never to talk about the pies 

‘that mother used to make? 


NEAL: Joan darling, as long 
as you hold the family rolling 
pin I'll never have the crust 
to criticize anything you do 


JOAN: Oh, Neal, do you ia Peas Chis may look 
really like my one piece wed- like ajoke—but 
ding dress? — we really Neal 


) Burns and 

NEAL: Certainly, my dear. —S aad Joan Marquis 

Nothing could be more appro- ON of Christie 

priate. As my wife you'll Comedies are 
be right in the swim married 
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Educational Comedy Girls 


{LL.ADY WITH THE SAW: ‘Ready to be cut in two! 


LADY ON THE “BENCH: Go ahead! I always 
BB Gece Lee and wanted to know the truth about my better half 


Johnay, Mack 
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JOHNNY: Say, 
Gwen, am I the 
only fellow you 
let give you a 


black eye? 


GWEN: A 
black eye? Gon- 
jest kid, since | 
)met you no other 
iguy has even 
jdared to gimme 


a black look 
SALLY ©’ NEILL: 
cAre you the goose y 
that laid the MGM 
golden egg: WAR GEORSE: Say, 1 CMARY: Keep going! 
INDIGNANT eMary, what's the If catch Charlie talking 
‘BIRD: ‘Youwrong hurry? “Don’t you knou to that maid, Estelle, 
me Sally! My the war is over? across the way, I’m going 
name's Fenry to start a war of my own 
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‘POLLY: Ge0ee, Marie! Ghat turkey’s tough. Ge 
doesn’t feel bullets 


CMARIE: Is that the bird ye’ve had me trailing all 
this time? He's not tough; he’s stuffed 


the 


ESTELLE: Love mama, (Charlie? 
‘Whose baby is oo? 


CHARLIE: Ssh! Never mind that 
stuff! ere comes my wife on horse- 
back and if she doesn’t recognize that 
baby in your arms as a stage baby it 
won't mugger whose baby I am 
79 


GHE GAIR 
Co-€D: You're 
some poker 
player! Now 
that I’ve won 
everything you 
have including 
your silk stock- 
ings, I’m going 


LAURA: Go 
ahead. | don’t 
care. I can 
paint on a pair 
that will be 
the real thing 


5 Marie Dressler i 
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First Division Production 


STYLISH STOUT: ‘What 
would you think if I sang you 
a love song? 


eMAID: I'd think you were 
singing through your hat 


at 


THE Boss: Glow do you 
hold your job? ‘You have no 
idea of office procedure 


GHE ‘P. §.: Oh, I dunno. 
Being a private secretary is 
a kneesy job 


@MERMAID: Oh, please won't you put 
me back into the ocean? 


CAVEMAN: I will not. I’m going to 
keep you to prove that there are still as 
good fish in the sea as ever were caught 


~ 


Billie Copeland and 


Marguerite Burton 

Christie Comedies 

BILLIE: Say Marg, 

I’m tired of being a — 
brunette 

CMARG: <All right. 


I'll make your hair 
sandy for you 
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All in ONE Volume! 


OU can have every short story Guy de Maupassant ever wrote—more than 

200 of them—in a single beautiful volume, for the sensational bargain price 

of only $2.98. Think of it! Less than a penny and a ha!f for each one of 
these immortal masterpieces. Never before have they all been offered the Ameri- 
can public in any form at a price so amazingly low. 

No other writer, living or dead, has ever pictured life with the fearless au- 
dacity and daring devotion to truth of Guy de Maupassant. In stories that 
may be read in ten minutes, Maupassant, with his characteristic pagan 
frankness, embodies the entire gamut of human passions, the 
full breadth and depth of French life and love. 

Now for the first time you can know and enjoy 
all the superb short stories of Maupassant, we 
exactly as they were taken from the orig- . ORS 
inal French. Every translation Re 
absolutely complete, authen- 
tic and unabridged. And All 
in One Volume! 

If youalready know some 
of Maupassant, you have 


wanted to read more. If 
you have not yet 


J 


joyed any of his work 


you could not have 
a better opportu- 
nity to start. 


Maupassant is the 


acknowledged 
master of the short 222 Masterpieces Including 
story.—he has no A Useful House A Mesalliance A Dead Woman's Secret 
oe Mile. Fifi Magnetism Doubtful Happiness 
rival. You will The Inn The Thief The Diamond Necklace 
Devil Love Story of a Farm Girl 
rez ores ademoiselle The Hole he Carter's Wench 
a an reread yyy one Sirens Fecundity A Way to Wealth 
talac m nsane? Ghosts A Wife's Confession 
these tales many A Little Walk Room No. 11 Love’s Awakening 
times. Bed No. 29 Margot’s Tapers The Wedding Night 
After Death The Bed One Phase of Love 
A Passion An Old Maid The Diary of a Madman 
The Mad Woman The Artist’s Wife In His Sweetheart’s Livery 
Forbidden Fruit Virtue Virtue in the Ballet 
Madame Parisse Countess Satan The Impolite Sex 
Words of Love The Farmer's Wife 
‘as It a Dream? A Piece of String A Fashionable Woman 
WALTER J. BLACK. Inc. Waiter, a Bock! In the Moonlight The Love of Long Ago 
NEW YORK Cory. ax Boule de Suif The Venus of Braniza A Queer Night in Paris 
Woman's Wiles The Sequel of Divorce The New Sensation 
A Poor Girl The Charm Dispelled And 162 more vivid tales. 


WALTER J. BLACK, Inc. (852) 
171 Madison Ave., 
New York City, N. Y. 


FREE EXAMINATION 


NO MONEY IN ADVANCE—NO C. O. D. 


You must see this amazing one-volume edition to appreci- 
ate it fully. Fine quality thin paper, large, readable type, 
beautiful maroon silk cloth, richly grained binding, stamped 
with gold. You pay nothing in advance—nothing to the 
postman. Clip and mail the coupon now, keep and read the 
book a week, then decide if you want to own it. You risk 
nothing; you alone are the judge of the book’s merit. Send 
the coupon today. 


Gentlemen: Send me for free examination, your new one-volume 
edition of Guy de Maupassant’s Complete Short Stories, 1000 thin 


paper pages .printed in large, clear type; silk cloth binding, 
stamped in gold. I will either return the book at your expense or 
send you only $2.98 in full payment within one wee 

- 


81 


| The Complete Short Stories of 
UPASSANT 


A Self-told Love Story of a Girl in the Gicket “Booth 
Who Thought She Had to Choose Between Good and Bad 


ich Man? 
Man? 


AYBE you who read this have walked down Broadway 
in the forties and seen me. I was the girl sitting in 
the little glass booth, selling tickets for the Pantheon 

Movie Theater. 
_ But if you did see me, I don’t suppose you'd have thought 
it was my first job or that I had come to it directly from the 
country 

I'd been living in a place I’m going to call Middleburg. I’d 
been born there, and nearly everybody who was born there 
died there, too. Maybe I'd have spent my entire life there, 
if a terrible calamity hadn’t happened 

My big sister ran off with a city man, and about a year 
later came home with a tiny baby. She didn’t know where 
her husband was, and acted as if she didn’t care either. He'd 
been a summer visitor, and said he worked in a big exporting 


house. As far as I could make out he didn’t work at all, and 
Helen had had a terrible time. 

The shock broke mother’s heart, and it wasn’t long before 
in our old brown house, there were just the three of us, big 
Helen, little Helen, the baby and me. 

Helen was working at the dry-goods store in the village and 
I was just getting through high-school. One day the girl who 
took care of the baby when we were out, let her fall. I can 
see Helen holding the poor little thing in her arms, while I 
ran for Dr. Martin. I was wondering why this had to happen 
to us, as if we hadn't had trouble enough already. 

I was so scared and breathless I could hardly tell Dr. 
Martin what had happened, but just managed to gasp that 
we wanted him. 


Little Helen had to be strapped [Continued on page 134] 
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cNow Ready! 
IMPROVED 


KOTEX 


1 A new, form-fitting shape ... you wear it under the 
most clinging gowns without possibility of detection, 
without marring smooth, fashionable lines. 


It is softer, too — fluffier —eliminating unpleasant chaf- 


ing and binding. 


ITH the presentation of the new style 

Kotex, exclusive in design, comes the 
most radical development in intimate feminine 
hygiene since the invention of Kotex itself. 


What form-fitting means 


You can wear the new Kotex without self- 
consciousness no matter how close fitting your 
gown, how thin and clinging its fabric. 

By a unique process, developed only after 
months of experiment, corners are now scien- 
tifically rounded and tapered so that the pad 
fits snugly, comfortably, securely, and is worn 
in the knowledge that closest-fitting gowns 
will retain their slim, smooth lines. 

This brings a composure, a sense of well- 
being, heretofore impossible. 


Offering "Two New Exclusive Features: 


The improved Kotex retains 
all the advantages of the old 
Kotex, including the same area 
of effective absorbent surface 
you have always known. 


Women doctors, nurses, 
approve 

Women doctors, nurses in 
hospitals, in welfare depart- 
ments— have given these im- 
provements their enthusiastic 
approval. So will you! Your 
good health, your comfort, 
are considered—and, for the 
first time, your appearance. 


Embarrassment now 
definitely ended 


How gaily social events can now 
Utter safety is assured by be met... No limitations set by 


the remarkable Cellucotton physical handicap ... The lines 

: a of any gown, however clinging, 
wadding which fills Kotex ... 
for it is 5 times more absorbent 


Softer — fluffier — chafing 


eliminated 


New exclusive methods have been found for 
making the absorbent filler sti// softer. Chafing, 


binding, similar discomforts are eliminated. 


Utmost protection is afforded delicate, sensi- 
tive skin. The importance of such an improve- 


than cotton; it discards like tis- 
sue—you simply follow the directions given in 
each box; it deodorizes thoroughly while worn. 


ment cannot be exaggerated. 


Nothing else is like Kotex 


You buy Kotex by name, without embarrass- 
ment, without delay . . . comes in two sizes, 
Regular and Kotex-Super. 


Remember, nothing else is remotely like the 
improved Kotex. Buy a box today. Kotex 
Company, 180 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, IIL 


No laundry—discards as 
easily as a piece of tissue 


Supplied also through vending cabinets in rest-rooms by West Disinfecting Co. 
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* 
riting 
a source of income that 
many people neglect 


MANY who should be writing never 
_ even try it because they just 
can't picture themselves making 
money They hear so many fabulous 
stories about millionaire authors that 
they become awe-struck, and entirely 
overlook the fact that $25, 350, $100, or 
more can be conveniently and frequently 
earned for material that takes little time 
to write—things that they might turn 
out in spare time if they tried. 

Do your friends say: 


One who can write such interesting letters as 
yours ought to take up writing tor proft’’? 
“If you could only write that as interestingly 


as you tell it, you could sell it for publication’? 


Your friends may be nearer the truth 
than you think. Telling good stories—or 
writing good letters—is only one step 
removed from writing salable stories and 
articles. It’s all a matter of technique 
and confidence 


You can learn to write! 


How? By WRITING! 


The Newspaper Institute America offers 
in intimate course in practical writing 4 cours 
uw free from academix isms and logics is 
a newspaper office s course as modern aa this 
norning’s newspaper 

Week by week, you are mailed actial assign 

nte—just as if you were being broken in On a 
great metropolitan daily Your work is individu 
ally rrected and constructively criticized \ 
grouy f men with IS2 years of newspaper ex- 


wrience behind them operating in this in 


nder such sympathetic guidance, vou 
hat (instead of vainly trving to py 
some one elise 8 writing tricks) vou are rapidly cle 
veloping your own distineti self-flavored styl 
You are learning to write by writing 


How You Start 


I insure prospective student-members agoinst 


wasting their time and money, we have prepared 
jue Writing Aptitude Test This tells you 
whether you possess the fundamental qualities 
essary to successful writing—acute observa- 
iramatic instinct, creative imagination, et 
Y ul taking this test. Newspaper Insti 


ca, 25 West 15th Street, New York 


Newspaper Institute of America 

25 West 45th Street, New York 

James McAlpin Pyle, Pres 

Send me, without cost or obligation, your Writing Aptt- 
tude Test and further information about writing for profit 


Miss) 
iddres 
All correspondence confidential. No salesmen will cali 
on you 


No Wedding Bells for Me 


[Continued from page 37] 


to me I was flattered and other women 
were green with envy. When he asked me 
to marry him I thrilled with a natural 
feminine triumph, although I knew it was 
not because he loved women less but me 
more. I took a few days to think it over, so 
I told him, but mentally I was planning my 
trousseau and arranging the furniture. 


ATE one aiternoon the telephone rang 

It was Peggy on the wire. She was a 
member of a jolly group with whom I had 
played around for some months past. She 
lived diagonally across the street. Her voice 
sounded agitated as it came to me 

“Please come over at once,” she said. 
“Something terrible has happened.” 

I dashed across the street ready to give 
first aid to the injured or to call the coroner. 
Peggy confronted me. Her eyes were blaz- 
ing. Her face was twisted with rage 

“Arthur is untrue to me,” she said. “He 
and Ann have an afiair.” 

I gasped with amazement. Surely it was 
but a figment of a jealously inflamed imag- 
ination 

“Don't stand there gawking at me,” she 
screamed. “Didn't you suspect it? Well, I 
did. That earring I found in his car be- 
longed to her.” 

The incident of the earring recalled itself 
to me. We had been at Ann’s one evening 
when Peggy, who can be the most tactless 
person in the universe when it suits her pur- 
pose, told of finding the earring in Arthur's 
car. She even produced it. It was an in- 
expensive bauble but incriminating evidence. 
Ann's face had been as expressionless as a 
mask. Not a ripple of guilt marred its sur- 
face. It had not entered my mind to suspect 
Ann as the owner of that earring 

Peggy and Arthur separated that night. 
A few days later they became reconciled 
but the truce was only temporary. They 
were divorced after Arthur’s next indiscre- 
tion and Peggy is now married to an in- 
terne in a local hospital. 

After I left Peggy I did some slow and 
careful thinking about my own matrimonial 
prospect Peggy -was a beautiful woman 
with wavy brown hair, deep blue eyes and 
a flawless complexion. She had charm and 
magnetism. If she could not hold her hus- 
band’s wandering fancy, who was I to ex- 
pect to prevent similar occurrences from 
marring the sanctity of ‘my future home? 
The doctor was a born Lothario and I 
could not hope to change him 

It was too great a chance for me to take, 
so I declined the dashing M. D.'s offer of 
marriage. Nor did I err in my decision as 
subsequent events have proved. He is now 
married. Jealousy has become a monomania 
with his wife, and not without cause, so it 
is said. She accompanies him on his daily 
calls and waits in his car while he calls on 
his patients, most of whom are women. 


N ILLIE was one of these loyal souls who 
4 stick to their husbands through thick 

She had lean pickings during her 
marriage with the rotund, rosy cheeked 
Robert. He had his business ups and downs 
but they were mostly downs 

They lived in a modest flat. Millie did 
her own housework without complaint al- 
though as a girl she had been accustomed 
to every luxury She loved Robert de- 
votedly and was willing to take the bitter 
with the sweet. 

The influenza epidemic claimed Millie. It 
was a mild case but confined her to her bed. 
The expense of a nurse was out of the ques- 
tion and Millie’s friends took turns in do- 
ing what they could for her comfort. 

One noon I stopped in to see what I 
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and thin 


could do for her. The cupboard was bare 
and I was about to go to the nearest deli- 
catessen when in walked Robert. He was a 
bit the worse for liquor, which was no un- 
usual condition for Robert 

“You poor kid,” he said to his wife, pat- 
ting her hand tenderly, “what you need is 
hot soup.” 

Robert went out to get the soup. He re- 
turned a week later 

No one knew until the divorce petition 
was filed that Robert was a habitual dipso- 
maniac. Millie had suffered in silence until 
her home life became intolerable. 

In the meantime I had met Billy L—, a 
Chicago Board of Trade man. He was a 
generous soul. -He always grabbed the check 
in restaurants and gave a coin to every 
blind beggar on the streets. Flowers and 
others gifts were sent to me from Chicago 
by the carload. Yes, Billy was a prince of 
a good fellow and a good loser at rolling 
the bones, his favorite indoor sport. I didn’t 
mind that. A man must have some amuse- 
ment, costly as it was to Billy. I liked him 
immensely and his sense of humor was 
divine. 


ILLY’S married sister invited me to be 
her guest in Chicago for a week. It af- 
forded me the opportunity to study Billy at 
close range and I made eye-opening discover- 
ies that shattered all the illusions I had about 
Billy. How that boy loved his liquor! In 
truth he didn’t draw a sober breath the en- 
tire week of my visit. I let him go as far 
as he liked without a word of protest. If 
he had gotten prettily inebriated it would 
not have been so appalling but his eyes wa- 
tered, the tip of his nose turned red and 
he lost his voice. At first it became a husky 
whisper and then faded into sodden silence. 
I thought of Millie and Robert. I was 
not going to take the chance of having Billy 
go out for soup when I was ill and not re- 
turn for a week. I therefore scratched Billy 
as a possible husband 

There was one couple, Jack and Edith, 
among my intimate associates. They were 
considered an ideal couple. Their home was 
delightful. It glided along on well-oiled 
household machinery. Both looked upon it 
as their castle and were always making 
changes to add to its attractiveness. Their 
manner toward each other was courteous at 
all times. They were apparently deeply in 
love with each other 

I was greatly encouraged. There at last 
was a happy, well-mated couple. I lost part 
ol my cynicism against matrimony. 

At the time I was again debating the ques- 
tion of marriage. My suitor was an edu- 
cated man, travelled and financially sound 
Besides he was a convincing talker. The 
word pictures he drew of our future life to- 
gether were enticing 

I spent sleepless nights weighing the pros 
against the cons. I finally decided that my 
answer would be “Yes.” He had success- 
fully sold me the idea of marriage. 


HE next morning bright and early my 
door-bell rang. There stood Edith, trunk, 
suit case and canary Her face was white 
and stained with tears 
“I’ve left my husband,” she said. “Will 
you take me in for a couple of days?” 
After black coffee and innumerable ciga- 
rettes she was capable of coherent speech. 
“He’s insanely jealous,” she sobbed. “Last 
night at a party, he accused me of flirting 
with the host. As if I would. His wife's 
my best friend.” 
For two days I listened to a ceaseless re- 
cital of similar accusations. Then a respite 
came in the shape of the remorseful Jack. 
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“Smarty, Smarty, Smarty 


For two weeks, the ““gang” has 
seen him not. After the ninth 
reading, “The Black Pirate” 
does not seem so black. As if 
sore throat were not enough, 
and just to prove that justice is 
seldom tempered with mercy, 
little sister is on the job from 9 
to § emitting words of scorn and 
derision. Was ever a gentleman 
so galled? Will he ever neglect a 
sore throat again? 


Healthy youngsters may 


throw off sore throat or a cold 
in a hurry, but adults are not 
usually so fortunate. Lacking 
the stamina of youth, they are 
easier prey to disease germs. 

Watch your throat these 
days, and at the first sign of 
irritation, gargle with Lister- 
ine full strength. Rinse the 
mouth with it also. 

Throat irritationsare usually 
the sign of on-coming colds 
or worse—and Listerine, used 


early, has nipped many a sore 
throat and cold in the bud. 
Honestly now, don’t you 
think this simple precaution is 
worth taking? It may spare 
you a trying siege of illness. 
Lambert Pharmacal, Co., St. 
Louis, Mo. 


Never neglect 
a sore throat 


More than 


50 diseases 


have their beginning 
or development in the 
THROAT and nose. 
Some, of mild char- 
acter, yield to an anti- 
septic. Others, more 
serious, do not. At the 
first sign of an irri- 
tated throat, gargle 
frequently with Lis- 
terine and if no im- 
provement is shown, 
consult a physician. 


iailinn paste bill of more 


THE 
NEXT TIME! 


The next time you buy 
a dentifrice ask for Lis- 
terine Tooth Paste at 
25c the large tube. It 
has halved the tooth 


than two million 
people. 


-the safe antiseptic 
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cA Perfect Marcel 
Wave Minutes 


—costs only 2¢ 


Not a concoction from a bottle—not 
asticky, messy lotion—nota ‘‘trick’’ 
brush—not a ‘‘magic’’ cap— not an 
antiquated ‘‘curling’’ device—not a 
**scientific’’ substitute for the old- 
fashioned kid curler. This amazing 
French invention is positively guar- 
anteed actually to marcel wave any 
head of hair in 15 minutes at a cost of 
less than 2c. 


By Mlle, Renee Duval 
) Rca Paris I have brought to American women 


the greatest beauty secret of alltime. French 
hairdressers have guarded it jealously for many 
ret will enhance the beauty of any 
woman's hair a hundredfold. And there is but one 
simple, easy thing to do. Now every 
American woman and girl can know, 
for the first time, the real and true 
secret of the French woman's al- 
ways perfectly marcelled hair—a 
thing that has 

caused American 


years. This 


women much 
amazement. 
Simple to 
Use— Perfect 
in Results 


It is so simple—a small, inexpensive, 
easy-to-use thing—the invention of a 
famous French hairdresser— it is called 
the Marcelwaver. I brought it to Amer- 
ica—my friends here perfected it 
—then sent it to 1,000 American 
women to try for themselves. 
It gave such perfect results— 
proved of such great conven- 
ience—saved those who tried 
itso much money—thatevery 
one of these 1,000 women asked 
to keep it—and their friends 
sent me orders for thousands 
of Marcelwavers. 


!AGENTS 


Men and Women 


Marcelwaver is tak- 
ing American women 


by storm Riggest 

earnings ever being This Secret FREE ’ 
made by agents ev Is Yours ad 
erywhere. You must Do not send me money— just 
getin on ground floor your name and address on the 


before all territory is coupon below. I'llat once send 
taken. Send—today you this secret—and a FREE 
—for complete infor- copy of my famous book.’‘ How 
mation—all FREE! to Marcel Wave Your own 
Hair.’ Send today. 


Mile. Renee Duval 
MARCELWAVER COMPANY 


Dept. 153-B Cincinnati, Ohio 


Mile. Renee Duval, Dept. 153-B 
MARCELWAVER CO., Cincinnati, Ohio 
| Please send me at once your precious secret of a per- | 


fectly marcelled head of hair in 15 minutes at a cost 


of less than 2c. Thisinformation must be FREEto me 


) Check here if interested in agent's offer. 


Name 


| Address 
State 
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| He certainly ate humble pie. 


a tew 


Such _ contri- 
tion would have melted a heart of stone. 
He swore he adored her and I believe he 
does to this day, but he has a peculiar way 
of demonstrating his deep affection. They 
made up with tears and kisses and I shed 
in sympathy 

Every now and then Jack indulges in an 
outburst of jealous rage. He can’t help it. 
He was born that way. Edith has fled to 
me innumerable times but she invariably 
has taken her clothes back home. When- 
ever my door-bell rings I would not be one 
whit surprised to find Edith standing there 
with her suit case and canary. Their spats 


and reconciliations go on forever, but 
who wants to live in a state of constant 
turmoil. 


FTER the first Jack and Edith episode, I 
accompanied my suitor to dinner, It was 
one of those quiet, dignified cafes where the 
most decorous- conduct and dinner clothes 
are the rule. I happened to be gazing into 
space, turning over in my mind the chances 
for connubial peace with him. 
“Stop making eyes at that 
there,” he thundered. 
I was then treated to a scene a la Jack 
and Edith. The accusations he hurled at 
my unoffending head didn’t make a hit with 


man over 


me. I loathe jealousy. It’s an indication 
of distrust and a petty, suspicious, evil- 
minded nature 


I overlooked his first offense. That was 
my mistake. A leopard can not change its 
spots. Later he accused me of flirting with the 
leader of a jazz band in a dizzy night club. 
The next morning I sent his presents back. 

Yes, though single I've had more matri- 
monial troubles than any other woman 
in the world—that is by proxy. I'm familiar 
with every possible wifely complaint against 
an erring husband 

The grounds for divorce among my friends 
have been varied and in some _ instances 
somewhat asinine 

One of the three time divorcées left her 
first husband because he was a ne’er do well. 
A short time later she married the lawyer 
who had represented her in the divorce pro- 
ceedings. He was a wealthy man and very 
generous. She had her own home, two cars, 
a chauffeur, two or three servants and a for- 
tune in jewelry. He showered gifts upon 
her son by her first marriage, but his habit 
of reading bed time stories to the boy in 
stentorian tones got on her nerves. She 
left him. Her third husband folded his tent 
and stole away so silently that no trace of 
him has been discovered to this day. No 
one knows why he did it but her third 
divorce was based on desertion. 


HE other three time divorcée each time 
told me harrowing tales of the current 
husband’s faults. The first one was morose. 


He'd sit for hours without noticing her. 
The second one was domineering. He even 
wanted to think for her. The third one 


beat her. 

My latest suitor, and he may be the last 
one I will ever have, was the best of all. 
I think of him with regret. The mention 
of his name sends a pang of pain through 
my heart. I really loved him. He was a 
clever conversationalist with a profile straight 
from the gods and he sang in a deep rich 
baritone 

He wanted to play fair. I'll say that for 
him. He knew my horror of unhappiness 
in marriage. He knew my prejudice against 
divorce in any connection with my own per- 
sonal life. He could have overcome that 
prejudice if any one could. 

One evening he made his confession. I'll 
never forget the shock his words gave my 
sensibilities. It was as though my world 
had been suddenly uprooted and plunged into 
Stygian darkness. 

“Tt have been divorced,” he told me. 

There may have been extenuating circum- 
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stances but, much as I cared for him, I 
could not forget the disturbing fact that he 
had been divorced. 

So that was that 

My women friends 
blameless in the failure 
They seemed utterly incapable of under- 
standing the masculine viewpoint. They 
were not big enough to overlook normal 
masculine shortcomings. They were so ir- 
ritatingly petty at times I wondered that 
their husbands did not wring their necks. 

They failed to act up to the adage that a 


were not entirely 
of their marriages. 


soft answer turneth away wrath. Instead 
they would retort with all the venom of 
which they were capable. Stupidly, they 


failed to realize that more flies are caught 
with molasses than with vinegar. They for- 
got that men are but little boys grown up 
and need not only a lot of petting to keep 
them in good humor, but a divine patience 
to train them in the way they should go. 


| supposed to be a self-reliant, self- 
sufficient, ultra modern bachelor girl but 
that is the mask I show to the world. In 
reality I'd like to play the clinging vine to 
some man’s sturdy oak. 

My mother’s friends and many of my 
own say, “Too bad May doesn’t marry. She 


would make a good wife.” 


It is too bad. I would make a good wife 
and I'd appreciate a good husband. But 
where is he? According to the tales of 
marital woe I have heard by the hundreds 
“there ain't no sech animal.” I have been 
told that all good husbands are either dead 
or unborn. I don’t believe that. Surely 
somewhere in this world is the type of man 
who could make my life complete. 

I know the kind of man I want for a 
husband. I am equally positive about the 
kind of man I do not want. 

I do not want a Galahad nor yet a Ches- 
terfield. A Don Juan would be equally 
undesirable. I do not want a handsome 
man. They're invariably conceited. I do 
not want a walking fashion-plate. Clothes 
are apt to be his god. I do not want a 
golf fiend Golf-widowed week-ends are 
lonely. I do not want a jealous man or one 
given to exaggerated bursts of sentimentality. 
It’s the steady flame that burns the longest. 
I do not want a Prince of Good Fellows. 
They’re too much in demand and neglect 
their wives. I do not want a café spend- 
thrift. They're apt to be stingy with house- 
hold expenses. 

What I do want is a regular two-fisted 
he-man with enough tolerance and sense of 
humor to make our home a place of har- 
mony instead of the usual marital battle- 
field. He need not be rich but he must be 
a business success. I have no patience with 
failure in this world of opportunity. 

I want a man who trusts me implicitly 
and whom I can trust in return. He must 
know that when once I have taken my mar- 
riage vows no power on earth could cause 
me to swerve one iota from them. I want a 
man who will not consider me a chattel or a 
toy, but a human being with a brain and a 
conscience and a keen relish for normal fun. 

I want him to know my faults, of course, 
but to love me in spite of them. I want a 
man who is self-reliant, but one who has 
the boyish qualities all real women adore. 
I want a man I can respect, one who re- 
spects himself and makes the world respect 
him. I want a man to be as willing to give 
and take as I would be. He must be mod- 
ern in ideas and actions and free from nar- 
row prejudices. 


WANT a mate and a companion and a 

playmate for all kinds of weather and for 
all time. 

But one thing is certain—I'll cling to my 
peaceful solitary existence until such a man 
can convince me that marriage is not the 
hell on earth that the experiences my married 
friends have had led me to think it is. 
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Tyranny 
of Tears 


[Continued from page 76] 


tellectual refreshment and uplift that inti- 
mate subjects publicly discussed are sup- 
posed to give. I made no effort to answer 
her and presently out of a rather long si- 
lence she said: 

“For heaven’s sake, Nina, cry or scream 
or do anything but sit there like a Chinese 
image. 


“THE one thing I don’t feel like doing, 

Mary,” I said, “is crying. I think I’ve 
shed all the tears that are in me these past 
months.” 

“These months that you've beer: cavorting 
around playing the jolly little pal to him! 
If you'd killed Doris in the good old-fash- 
ioned way you would have come clean. In- 
stead you've lost Dick and got the name of 
being a game sport. Analyzed that means 
a coward. Afraid to be yourself. I believe 
the old system of human bondage called 
marriage was all wrong. Marriage shouldn’t 
enslave, but we are carrying it too far. It’s 
Bolshevism not Freedom. It’s a reign of 
terror in which organized society is being 
slaughtered and decent instincts smothered 
in the name of freedom.” 

“Don't, Mary,” I said: “I’ve thought of 
all that and there’s no good in crying over 
milk that’s spilled. Dick and I agreed to 
have no ball and chain in our home. If we 
were wrong, if we were defeated by our 
own—” 

“You weren't. You were defeated by a 
sneak thief who plundered your house un- 
der cover of a lot of chatter about Free- 
dom. And a set of cowardly friends as- 
sisted the plunderer when they sat by smil- | 
ing, afraid of being dubbed Victorian. Oh | 


we're a fine little bunch. Slaves to a lo 

of inhuman forms worse than the old slav- | 
ery we're trying to escape. We don't know 
what it is to act like natural human beings. 
The expression of honest emotion is the! 
only sin we recognize.” 

Feeling as she did it was not strange that 
it should be Mary who precipitated the final 
conflagration. 

Three days later at a large party she rose | 
irom a floor-pillow as Doris entered the} 
room and holding her glass in the air said: | 
“Ladies and gentlemen, a toast to the only 
person in this room who has the nerve to 
walk out when a home wrecker walks in.” | 
Whereupon she drank, set her glass on the | 
floor and walked out. 


HE following day there appeared in the | 

society columns the announcement of | 
Miss Doris Kay’s engagement to Mr. Rich- | 
ard Clawson who was recently divorced by | 
Mrs. Nina Fallon Clawson.. The marriage 
would take place in the early spring. 


they are whipped. I am Scotch, Irish and 
French. And that announcement affected 
me like a bullet in the breast of a man who, 
though dying, staggers to his knees for one 
final shot at his enemy. 

I had been in bed since the day of the 
divorce. Now I rose and dressed myself 
in my most becoming gown. At about ten 
o'clock I descended upon Dick at the office. 

“I wanted to be the first to wish you 
happiness, old dear,” I cried giving his hand 
a hearty shake. “I'd love to give you a 
little blow-out, but I suppose it wouldn’t 
be just the thing. We are still somewhat 
under the Victorian form known as ‘good 
taste,’ but I’ve half a mind to break another 
leash and give you a bang-up engagement 
party.” ; 


. mixture of our crowd who craved the in- | 
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He looked frightened. “Oh, no, Nina.” 

“Why not? I’m a sort of relative. Not 
converted to conventions are you?” 

“No. Yes. I don’t know. Oh, hang it 
all, you know Doris wouldn't come.” 

“I’ve been to parties at her house when 
I was your sweetheart -and she was your 
pal.” 

“I know. But you’re—well—,” he 
struggled for a word “more forthright, and 
less emotional. Oh it wouldn’t do at all. 
Doris wouldn’t come.” 

I assumed a nonplussed expression. 

“Why Doris never struck me as being 
overburdened with conventions.” 

“No, she isn’t. But the fact is, she 
thinks I’ve still got a soft spot for you.” 


“y SHOULD hope you have, old thing. 
I'd be all cut up if you hadn't. And 
I'd be disappointed in you if I thought you 
were too Victorian to be friends with me 
merely because we were once in love.” 

“You know I want to be friends, Nina.” 
But he didn’t look it. He looked what he 
was, a befuddled and harassed man. 

“Then prove it by having dinner with 
me tomorrow night. We'll celebrate your 
engagement on the sly since you think Doris 
wouldn’t like a public demonstration. Just 
a nice quiet little dinner.” 

I saw protest in his eyes and hurried on: 

“T'll tell you. We'll make it a real lark. 
I'll pack the old camping outfit in my car, 
lay in the necessary groceries and meet you 
at seven o'clock over in Jersey at the old 
Rand camp. It'll be a real adventure 
Dickey, with all the spice of guilty adven- 
ture—sneaking and hiding and fear of be- 
ing found out. And yet no more guilty 
than if we were two fellows. Say yes, 
Dickey. I’ve never had a guilty adventure. 
I’m keen for it.” 

His face darkened. 

“If you want guilty adventure there are 
plenty of fellows who would be willing to 
accommodate you.” 

“Oh, I know that. But I wouldn’t trust 
them. I’m not afraid of you. But we'd 
both be scared to death of being found out 
and laughed out of town. 

“Don’t you see, we'd get all the kick of 
guilt without the bad conscience!” 

As I well knew a camp-fire dinner in the 
Jersey woods was Dick's idea of complete 
paradise. Doris was scared of bugs and snakes. 


E WASN’T keen for the adventure but 

he hated to disappoint me. The habit 
of pleasing me was still strong on him. And 
after all there'd been no bitterness between 
us to uproot tender consideration. 

I was so persistent, he yielded. Poor 
Dickey! Harassed by business and general 
disorganization of his private life, he could 
not be expected to see too deeply into 
feminine chicanery. No man does. And 
my attitude of friendly unconcern disarmed 
him. 

“Hooray for my first guilty adventure,” I 
cried. “At seven. And for heaven’s sake 
don’t breathe a word to a soul. Things 


| leak out so easily. We'll have to be secret 


as the grave. Tell Doris you have a busi- 
ness appointment if she insists on hanging 
on to you. It’s an old gag. But some oi 
the old gags are the best.” 

“T never lied to you, Nina.” 

“No. Of course not. But as you say, 
I’m different. Besides I think we can profit 
in our new marriages by some of the mis- 
takes of the old.” 

If Dick and I had been sweethearts that 
camp-fire dinner would have been a won- 
derful success. It was a success for him. He 
loved the fire building, the dark forest en- 
closing us, loved the pungent smell of fry- 
ing bacon, boiling coffee and a special dish 
of rice, ham and cheese cooked up together. 
He enjoyed watching me fuss over the fire, 
had great fun laying the cloth on the 
ground and opening boxes of cake and fruit, 
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pickles, olives and anchovies. He ate raven- ' 


ously and laughed with the glee of the little 
boy he was. 

After dinner he wanted to sit by the fire 
and talk; but I declared I was cold. The 
one thing I didn’t want just then was con- 
versation. Folks sometimes think with 
speech. Moreover the situation was too in- 
timate, too romantic, to admit of inaction 
or relaxation. If Dick had been moved to 
kiss me that night he would have fled in 
terror from me. As it was he had thor- 
oughly enjoyed himself and would be sus- 
ceptible another time. 


ND so I saw him almost daily on one 

pretext or another. We had a secret be- 
tween us. Something a little outrageous and 
not downright wrong. Of course there 
were other stolen camp-fire parties over 
which we lingered. 

There is no need to tell how, cribbing 
Doris’s own methods, I made him see Doris. 
How seeming to apologize, to justify her 
for this or that, relating her conversations, 
pretending to admire her “cleverness,” in 
reality 1 was exposing her inanity or cun- 
ning. I imitated her prettily studied ges- 
tures, her drawling voice so that he would 
see the posturing behind the prettiness. 

When the time was ripe, with all the 
sophisticated knowledge of human nature at 
my command, I began playing subtly, with 
seeming unconsciousness on the never dis- 
tant male instincts. He never forgot that 
he was the affianced husband oi another 
woman, but when he began trying to es- 
cape mé I gloated in secret. Knowing Dick’s 
easy-going nature, which made him tractable 
to the leash, so long as it was unsuspected, 
I wouldn't let him get away. The very 
fact that he realized the urgent need of es- 
cape was the power by which I held him. 

As the only persons ever permanently de- 
ceived by an intrigue are the parties con- 


cerned, I had known from the first that | 
discovery was inevitable. Dick was the | 
only person who didn’t know that our 


secret rendezvous was the joke of the town. 
Not in some time had the jaded senses of 
our set been in such a furore of delighted 
expectancy. 

That he lied to Doris, I knew. I some- 
times put the words in his mouth. Our 
places had become curiously reversed. I 
knew that the more lies he had to tell her, 
the more of a sneak she made him, the 
swifter would be his masculine reaction of 
resentment; the more he would turn to me. 
It was the old story modernized, the wife 
becoming the other woman!” 


HE final day for the ratification of the 
divorce decree was less than a week 
away. Doris was busy with preparations for 
the wedding. I proposed another camp-fire 
party. Dick was reluctant—afraid. I was 
in his office. I put my hand on his and 
looking him in the eyes: “The last, Dickey 
dear,” I said barely above a whisper. 
Our eyes clung. He yielded. 
That night he was restless. He wanted to 


go immediately after dinner, but I insisted | 


on lingering a few minutes. He sat down, 
and for the first time in these harrowing 
three months I sat close beside him. 

It was four a. mM. when we crossed the 


ferry to New York in wretched silence. 
Dick had at last broken. Holding me in 
his arms, kissing me as he had kissed me 


in the first mad days of our love he told | 


me he knew at last that he loved me; that 
his feeling for Doris had been altogether 
different, but that he was inescapably com- 
mitted to her. To throw her down now 
would be yellow. Aside from the wedding 
preparations, there was her heroic stand 
with him in staging the evidence, the gossip, 
the court records. He couldn't see me 
again. I mustn’t ask him. I didn’t. Not 
once during that final week. 

At twelve o'clock midnight, which con- 


to 


A CATTY REMARK—but this timeit’s 
true. And actually she is five years 
younger than her husband! 

And the pity of it is that, in this 
enlightened age, so often a woman has 
only herself to blame if she fails to 
stay young with her husband — and 
with her woman friends. 

Today science has applied itself to 
those delicate problems of feminine 
hygiene upon which so much of a 
woman’s good health and continued 
youthfulness and charm depend. 

Today there need be no misconcep- 
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, cluded the three months, I called him. He 


hadn’t been to the house since our divorce, 
that being one of the requirements to final 
ratification by the courts. Now I asked him 
to have a farewell dinner with me the fol- 
lowing night. I pointed out to him that 
the legal time had expired; and appealed 


to him as a last favor to me. Id never 
ask him again after his wedding. 
He hesitated. Then brusquely: “I'll be 


there at seven.” 

I had prepared all the things he liked for 
dinner but he was embarrassed by the sight 
of familiar surroundings, and uneasy over 
the situation 

The meal began with some inane talk be- 
tween us, but the strain was too great. We 
fell into silence. He ate with downcast eyes. 
I ate nothing. 

As the coffee was brought I said, “Dickey 
I'm desperately sick. Get me to bed quick.” 

He rose and as his arms reached for me I 
sank into them, a dead weight. 

Lifting me he ran to the living room and 
laid me on the chaise longue 

The phone had gone dead just before din- 
ner and he sent the maid out to call a doc- 
tor while he got my dress off and wrapped 
me in the lovely pink tea gown she handed 
him before leaving. 

He bathed my face, cursing Jeanette’s 
delay. When he suggested going to see what 
had become of her, I protested, “Don’t leave 
me alone yet, Dick.” 

He sat down on the side of the couch and 
began smoothing my hair back awkwardly. 

And that’s how we were when Doris 
burst into the room. Dick had removed his 
coat and appeared very much a man at 
home. He scrambled to his feet. I sat up 
shaken by fear of what the next ten min- 
utes would bring. 

“So this is why you couldn’t have dinner 
with me,” Doris screamed. “You brute. 
Carrying on an intrigue with her the very 
night before our wedding.” She turned on 
me, called me a vile name and burst into 
tears 

I covered my face with my arm, sobbing 
too. For a space there was no sound, no 
movement from Dick. Then suddenly he 
sat down on the side of the bed and took 


hold of my hand. “Don’t, Nina. Don't 
cry, honey, for God’s sake. I can’t stand 
it.” I flung my arm around his neck and 
wept with exquisite abandon. 

“You wanton!” shouted Doris. “You 
couldn't hold him as a wife and you're so 
low you'd stoop to this. Well, I'll blazen 
this night to the whole town. I'll give the 
story to the papers.” 

I lifted my face. 

“It won’t be much of a story, a husband 
found having dinner with his wife—unless 
it’s because the husband was scheduled to 
marry you.” 

“You're right he is and he'll marry me, 
or I'll know the reason why.” 

“But he can't. At least not tomorrow. 
My lawyer forgot to make formal applica- 
tion for the final decree yesterday. He’s 
Dick’s lawyer too and there’s still time to 
retreat of course—if Dick wants to.” 


ICK’S face was a sudden blaze of light. 
He drew me fiercely to him. With a 
scream of rage Doris went out. 
After a long ecstatic space Dick said: 
“God, but I’m glad Samuelson forgot to 
make application! How do you suppose 
Doris knew I was here?” 
“Jeanetie phoned her instead of the doc- 


r. 

He looked blank. “Phoned her?” 

“This was the final test, Dickey,” I said. 
“I knew when we both fell to crying you'd 
turn automatically to comfort the one you 
really loved. If you'd turned to her, I'd 
have refreshed Mr. Samuelson’s memory to- 
morrow. It would have meant a little de- 
lay in the wedding but—” 

“Do you mean you framed all this?” 

“Do you mind, Dickey?” I said. 

“Mind? Does a man mind when his 
life is saved? Doris is a she-devil.” 

All this happened three years ago but the 
fact that we so nearly lost each other 
through rebellion against old abuses has not 
converted us to the ball and chain. We re- 
alize that every step man has made toward 
freedom has been attended by rebellion; 
every rebellion has taken toll in victims. The 
great thing we learned was to distinguish 
between liberty and license. 


TZ fow far can a flirtatious husband or wife carry on an “affair” without 


being actually unfaithful ? 


spirit and the letter of one’s marriage vows? 


Where is the dividing line between the 


Let Mme. Elinor Glyn 


answer that question for you with her article “What is the Grue Gest of 
Fidelity?” in March SMART SET. 


Daughters of Jazz 


[Continued from page 39] 


keep four or five apartments, if he can 
afford it, and nothing is thought of it, un- 
less he stumbles into some kind of scandal. 
The publicity on it is bad. Sometimes the 
wife has a lover, while hubby has his own 
affairs, but so long as it is all under cover 
they get by. It’s that way in France and 
Germany and all over, especially under con- 
ditions of prosperity and leisure, with or 
without jazz. 


OU ask about the present standards of 

dancing. Well, most of it is poor dancing, 
but that’s all. So far as I can see it doesn’t 
mean a thing. Maybe it looks sensational 
to the reformers who don’t dance, and who 
perhaps ‘think that they would get a great 
kick out of it, but the fact is that it is too 
common and taken for granted. When any- 
thing becomes common the sensibilities are 
dulled and blunted. Even lack of clothing 
doesn’t mean anything any more, because it 
has become commonplace. You get so*much 
of that sort of thing in the magazine, and 

an 


you see so much of it on the stage and at 
the seashore, that you don’t get as much 
kick out of it as you did in the old days 
when you caught a fleeting glimpse of a 
girl’s ankle. 

And it’s that way with this matter of 
dancing. It is just commonplace. It doesn’t 
mean anything. At least I know that it 
doesn’t for most people. It’s just the rhythm 
of the music expressed in dancing. People 
feel the music better that way and enjoy it 
more. That’s what dancing is—music in 
motion. Now, it may be that a few people 
really do get a kick out of it, but that’s up 
to the individual. When they do it’s their 
own determination to do, so, and when 
they’ve got that intention you couldn’t stop 
them irrespective of anything. 

But has jazz anything to do with moral 
laxity? Not that I could ever notice. 
Really, the worst that any one could pos- 
sibly say against jazz is that they think it 
is not good music. That’s a matter of opin- 
ion. I think good jazz is very good music, 
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and so does the whole world. There’s good 
jazz and poor jazz, but there’s also good 
opera and some that isn’t so grand. There 
are poor waltzes and marches just as there 
are good ones. I try to give the people 
good jazz, and they surely like it 

There may be something sensual about 
jazz music. I don’t know. Personally, I 
have never been able to discover it. That 
is, I have never been conscious of it, and 
I've had as much to do with jazz as any- 
body so I ought to know. I have done my 
share toward raising jazz up to the level of 
an art. 


UT if jazz has any sensual quality at all, 
it doesn’t hold a candle to the music of 


Wagner and other gréat composers of grand | 


opera. There isn’t much doubt about the 
sensuality of some of the music of these 
sublime masters. Sometimes th.t is what 
the story of the opera is all about. Take 
some of the music in Tannhauser, Samson 
and Delilah, Faust and others. By way of 
comparison, I might say that if we have our 
little flirtations in jazz, | am sure that Mr. 
Wagner and others have gone much farther 
than that. 

To me, jazz is just rhythm—and rhythm 
is the great law of life. Lack of rhythm 
will stop your automobile engine, and when 
you die it is the failure of your heart rhythm 
that kills you. It is rhythm that makes 
good walking or dancing or running. Charley 
Paddock’s sprinting is perfect rhythm. Nurmi 
couldn’t run without it. Well, jazz is just 
the greatest rhythm yet discovered in music. 
That’s why a girl who thinks that she can’t 
walk a mile can dance all night. 

Has jazz anything to do with drinking? 
People speak of jazz and booze and crime 
waves all in the same breath. How do they 
get that way? Jazz is music, beauty of 
sound, harmony and melody and rhythm. 
It has its moods, dramatic and powerful, 
or sweet and tender, anything you wish to 
make it, but it is usually happy and joyful 
and energizing. To most people it is a tonic! 
It does more good than harm. 


ROM fifty to a hundred million people 
are listening to jazz every day in their 
homes, whole aerial oceans of jazz coming 
by way of the radio, not to mention the 
phonograph, with children, old people, every- 
body, listening to it, dancing to it, enjoying 


it. Jazz bands are among the most popular | 


acts in vaudeville. Jazz has no more to do 
with drinking than the soft waltzes of the 
“little German band” at a Turnverein picnic 
have to do with the number of keys of beer 
which are consumed during the festivities. 

Our young folks are not angels, but neither 
are they the opposite. They are just young- 
sters. What can you expect? It is only 
on the surface that the world has changed, 
with automobiles, moving pictures, radio 
and booze, such as it is, getting more pop- 
ular every day. Whether these things have 
had much or anything to do with moral 
laxity, aside from general prosperity, I don’t 
know. But there isn’t much that our flam- 
ing youth is doing that they couldn’t have 
learned from any flaming past generation. 
The kids like to look as speedy and fiery as 
possible, and they make mistakes. But at 


heart they are decent and human enough— | 


the same old sons and daughters of Adam 
and Eve. 


hat would you do if the hand- 
somest boy you ever saw ignored 

you in spite of all your efforts to vamp 
him? ‘Would you resort to trickery as | 
did to win him, or would you let him go? 
I'll tell you in Alarch SMART SET why 
I finally had to confess that I was 

“Just Fooling ” 


Three simple steps will give your nails this perfect shape 


you long 


r lovely ovals, 


perfect half moons? 


Now there ts a simple 
way anyone can follow 


HAT a lovely thing a beautiful 

hand is! Slender, graceful . . . 
the nails perfectly shaped, with 
beautiful crescent half moons. 

Such loveliness comes only with 
the proper care of the cuticle. Before 
the nails can be slraped to deep ovals, 
this tiny rim of skin must be freed 
from the nail and the shreds of dead 
cuticle removed. Because frequent 
washing tends to dry and roughen the 
cuticle, you must restore the missing 
oils. Here are the three steps—so easy 
to follow: 

First—Twist a bit-of cotton around an 
orange stick and wet with Cutex Cuticle 
Remover. Work around the nail base 
gently. Now every shred of dead cuticle 
can be just wiped away. 

Second— Apply generously the delight- 
ful new Cutex Cuticle Oil, pressing the 
cuticle back gently. This leaves the nails 


almond shaped, with lovely graceful half 
moons. And it keeps the nails from 
getting brittle. 

Third—After the polishing, as a final 
step, smooth the new Cutex Curicle 
Cream into the cuticle and the whole 
finger, in a gentle downward massage. 
A bit of Cinderella magic this simple 
way seems, so smooth and shapely 
does it leave your nails, so gracetul 
your whole hand! Cutex is on sale 
everywhere. Each item is 35c. 


Northam Warren, New York, London, Paris. 


Perfectly shaped nails give the hands 
aristocratic slenderness 


Send coupon and 10c for this new manicure 


I enclose 10c for samples 
of Cuticle Remover, Oil. 
Cream, Powder Polish, Or- 
ange Stick, Cotton and 


Northam Warren, Dept. XX-2, 
114 West 17th St., New York 


Emery Board. In Canada, 
address Dept. X X-2, 1101 
St. Alexander St., Montreal. 
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Once the beautiful Renee Adoree has been 

seen, she can never be forgotten. A queen 

of pantomime, this M. G. M. star expresses 

each delicate shade of emotion in her eyes 
that shine like stars. 


Instantly! 
Eyes that were dull 


of your eyes is bewitching 
beauty which awakens with the 
magic touch of Winx. 


Without the slightest hint of 
artificiality this wonderful Liquid 
wash Dressing bestows on lashes 
soft texture and beauty. And it 
is so easy to apply! 


Do this: Cover the lashes with 
Winx, using the dainty little 
plume. Then with a soft brush, 
flick the top lashes upward and { 
the lower lashes downward. And 


instantly!...your eyes shine like ¥) 
stars A stray tear...a cinder... \ 
You are always safe. Because 


Winx is waterproof and lasting. 
It is harmless. 


Remove W1nx this way: Pat cold 
cream onthe lashes...then gently 
remove it with a cloth moistened 
in tepid water...and Winx comes 
off with the cream 


To reveal the beauty that hides 
in your eyes, insist upon Winx— f\ 
the originator of the mode which ; 
is sweeping the { 
a world of fashion 
fj | Your choice of 
black or brown — 
75c complete. At 
all toilet goods 
counters. At all ( 
dru,, stores. 


=” ROSS COMPANY 
243 West 17th Street 


Se New York City 


WIN? 


The Original Waterproof Liquid Lash Dressing 


are beautiful 
LUMBERING in the depths | 

\ 

\ 


A Cure for Love 


[Continued from page 65] 


But even you wouldn’t eat hay, any more 
than you'd: feed beefsteak to a horse.” He 
smiled 

“Further than that, I've had to rent an 
apartment, and hire a cook to do tricks to 
my food. It’s boosted my expenses about 
four thousand dollars a year.” 

“Vou can afford it.” 

“Not much longer. Six papers have can- 
celed the contract for my daily letter. They 
say it’s rotten. So it is; I can’t write on 
this diet. They'll all cancel it if this goes 
on.” 

“All that a man hath will he give for his 
life,” he reminded me. 

“If you call this life!” I said. 

“Rational living doesn’t cut you off from 
pleasure Did I ever tell you how I 
hunted a bear in the Rocky Mountains—” 

“Ves, you've told me. But I hunt celebri- 
ties in Manhattan.” 

“You won't have to live this way forever,” 
he said. 


N Y GROAN of gratitude must have told 
4 him that he had gone too far. 

“I don’t say you can ever give up the 
diet,” he warned me, “but in a year or two 
perhaps you may go to the theater or the 
opera now and then, even dance a little. I 
can do that, now that rational living has 
rebuilt me. I went to the opera last night 
with the Reginald Prossers, and danced a lit- 
tle at the Club Cerise afterward. Delightful 
young girl, that daughter of Prosser’s. Do 
you happen to know her?” 

“I knew her once,” I said. 
| Which was about the truth. For where 
could you find Ruth Prosser? At the opera, 
at concerts; at hockey games and prize- 
fights; at costume balls and night clubs; 
wherever you couldn't find a patient of 
Siebring’s. 

Once the Prossers asked me to dinner; but 
I ate only a roll, for their vegetables hadn’t 
been cooked four hours, and when I left the 
table to lie down for an hour it rather put 
ice on the party. They never asked me 
again. 

I knew Ruth was hurt, terribly hurt; but 
she didn’t show it. She was tearing around, 
now, with a set of wild collegians, and on 
the rare occasions when we met by chance 
she seemed the wildest of the lot. I knew 
that was only a gesture, but what could I do? 

So, presently, I ceased to see her at all; 
and more papers canceled their contracts; 
and I was undeniably a sick man. 

However, I tried to cultivate a sane 
healthy optimism 

One evening after what I still called din- 
ner I dragged myself into the Marmot Club. 
Nobody noticed me. Why should they no- 
tice a man who no longer went where others 
went or did what others did, a man who 
practically speaking was dead already? Like 
a ghost I drifted into the chess corner and 
tried to get a thrill by watching the finish 
of a drawn game. As the players rose one 
of them noticed me, out of pure charity. 

“Hello, Hilton. Didn't know you were 
interested in chess.” 

“I’m thinking of taking it up,” I observed. 
“Maybe Jack Siebring will give me some 
coaching. He’s champion of the club, isn’t 
he?” 

“You'll have mighty little chance of get- 
ting Siebring to coach you now. He’s out 
somewhere every night with Reggie Pros- 
ser’s daughter. The engagement isn’t an- 
nounced yet, but—” 

But already I was on my way out. This 
had gone too far. What if I did live thirty 
years? This wasn’t living. And it would 
be worse if Siebring married Ruth! 

Oh, no doubt she would marry him; she 
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was bound to marry somebody. I'd been 
insane to expect a vivid, restless girl like 
Ruth to wait for me; especially as she 
didn’t know why she was waiting. I hadn't 
told her because I hadn't wanted to worry 
her. Probably it wouldn’t worry her now. 
But whether it did or it didn't, I was 
going to tell her at last. She deserved to 
know the truth and so did I. 

I called up her house, but she was out. 
Of course; she was always out! But her 
father was in and I brought him to the tele- 
phone. 


“Where’s Ruth?” I demanded. “Yes, IL 
know she’s gone out, but where?” 

Reggie groaned. 

“IT wish I knew,” he admitted. My sense 


of fair play was gone by now. 

“Is she out with Jack Siebring?” I asked. 

“T wish she were. She’s gone down in the 
village somewhere with that wild college 
crowd. Siebring’s reading a paper at the 
Academy of Medicine, if you want him.” 

“He’s not the one I want,” I said, but 
Reggie didn’t hear me. 

He was continuing, “I expect he may 
pick her up later at the Club Cerise.” 

I went home and put on evening clothes 
for the first time in months, and in course of 
time I turned up at the Club Cerise. I 
didn’t care if she was with Siebring; she'd 
have to give me ten minutes at any rate. 
For whatever might happen to me or to 
her, I couldn't endure any longer that she 
should think I didn’t want her. 

The club was crowded, smoky, noisy— 
wilder than of old; it had started with a 
Park Avenue clientele and was getting more 
Broadway every night. Siebring was no- 
where in sight, but presently I saw Ruth's 
fur coat flung over the back of a chair at a 
table for eight. 

Ruth was on the floor, gowned in sea- 
green chiffon, her copper curls tossing as she 
danced with somebody fresh from Prince- 
ton. Very fresh, I decided in a moment; en- 
tirely too fresh. So I went out on the 
floor and took her away from him. 

I'd meant to take her off somewhere and 
sit down, and tell her quietly, and then go. 
But when she looked around into my face, 
and gasped, and turned white and crimson, 
my arm went around her automatically, and 
we had danced half way round the floor 
before I remembered that I ought to re- 
frain from artificial stimulation. And just 
then she found her voice. 

“Frank! Have you really come back to 
life ?” 


IFE? Yes, certainly this was it. I 

made my decision. 

“Ves,” I told her. “You know, Ruth, 
that’s all bunk about ‘all that a man hath 
will he give for his life. The kind of life 
I've been living isn’t worth it.” 

“I know. It hasn’t been worth it for me, 
either.” 

And—well, I don’t know who started it. 
The idea came to both of us at the same 
time, I suppose. But at any rate we kissed 
right there on the dancing floor and they 
threw us out. 

Oh, it was a great little riot, for a mo- 
ment; an assistant manager bustled up to us 
and told us that that sort of thing didn't 
go. Ruth made some heated remarks; and 
just then the college boy I'd taken her away 
from stalked up and ordered me to let his 
girl alone. 

I thought that since we were being thrown 
out anyway I might as well be hung for a 
sheep as for a lamb, so I clouted him on the 
jaw and sent him back to his table head 
first. Disgraceful, I admit, but it was an 
immense relief to find that after a couple of 
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months of Siebring’s diet 1 still packed a | 
punch. 

They threw us out, but we didn’t care. 
The Campanile Club was right around the 
corner. We walked to it, and on the way | 
I told her everything. 


“You poor darling!” she said. “But why 
didn’t you tell me at first?” 
“I didn’t want you to worry. I thought 
I could cure myself with this diet, and 

then—”’ 


“Why wait til! then?” she asked, and that 
settled it. | 
Presently we were at a table at the Cam- | 
panile. 
“I don’t suppose I ought to eat anything 
if you can’t,” she began, and then— “Frank! 
I'll marry you on your diet or off your diet; 
but oh, I'd rather see you happy for a year 
than miserable for a lifetime.” 
She was, I perceived, a woman in a mil- | 
lion. | 
“Waiter!” I said. | 
a planked steak.” 
Oh, that was a glorious evening. All the 
forgotten, forbidden joys! I got a separate, 
individual thrill out of every mouthful of 
steak, every sip of coffee, every whiff from 
a big black cigar. But Ruth, I noticed, 
looked a little apprehensive as I demolished 
that meal. } 
“How do you feel?” she asked. 
“T never felt so well in my life. I’ve 
been starving for months. This diet may 
do for Jack Siebring but one man’s meat is 
another man’s poison. Did you ever hear 


“Two Martinis, and 


him tell how he hunted a bear over the 
Rocky Mountains ?” 
“Did 1? Why, I’m so sick of hearing 


about that bear! I played around with Jack 
when I was sick of the college boys, and I 
played around with the college boys when I 
was sick of him, and all the time I was so 
lonesome.” 

We were side by side on the cushioned seat 
along the wall; I kissed her, and this time no- 
body threw us out. 

“My dear!” she said presently. 
want you to be miserable; but 
really sick—” 

“I’m not. I've been really sick ever since 
I went to Siebring; but I’m well now and | 
I’m going to stay that way.” 

“But before that,” she persisted, with a 
new proprietary interest. “Two months ago, | 
when we were just finding out about each 
other. What made you go to Siebring? 
Were you sick then?” 

“Something was the matter with me,” I 
said. “Not like what I’ve suffered since, but 
I couldn’t sleep of nights, and I felt a sort 
of gone sensation under the watch chain 
most of the time—” | 

She stared at me and burst into pealing 
laughter. 


“IT don't 
if you're 


“(CYyH, YOU priceless idiot! I couldn’t | 
sleep either, in those days; and if 
I'd had a watch chain I'd certainly have 


had a gone sensation under it. Frank, you | 
delicious imbecile, weren’t you ever in love | 
before?” 

“Not like this,” I admitted. 

Our fingers interlocked, our eyes met—and | 
then something drew our gaze toward the | 
door. There stood Jack Siebring. He'd | 
trailed us from the Club Cerise as he had | 
trailed that famous bear across the moun- 
tain; and he came to us across the dancing 
floor, frowning thunderously. But we were 
ready for him; Ruth waved her glass and I | 
waved mine and without any previous 
agreement we chanted, in hilarious unison: 


“The bear went over the mountain, 
The bear went over the mountain, 
The bear went over the mountain, 

To see what he could see.” 


Siebring certainly saw an eyeful before 
he turned and ran away. 


Girls! 


The stage door is 
open to you when 
you learn to playa 
Buescher.Good pay 
ona year-round va- 
cation of travel with 
always a chance of 
Stardom.That’s the 
life! 


You Can Play a Buescher 


There is something about the ten- 
der, melodious voice of the Saxo- 
hone that just suits a girl. No other 
instrument lends so much charm to 
feminine youth and beauty. 


Girls learn quickly, too. Saxophon- 
ing comes naturally and easyto them. 
It is not uncommon for beginners 
to master scales in an hour and play 
tunes the first week. And many have, 
within ninety days, taken their places 
with the charming girl-bands so 
popular in vaudeville. 


True Tone ~Assures Success 
No special gift of talent is required 


to play a Buescher. If you can hum 
a tune; if you can dance, or keep 


time to music you can quickly learn 
to play. But only with the easy fing- 
ering, perfectly tuned Buescher 
Instrument is rapid progress assured. 
You don’t have to master difficult “lip- 
ping.” Just press the key and blow nor- 
mally. It’s almost as easy as a “one finger” 
solo at the piano. ‘But Ob! How Beautiful. 


Easy to “Play, Easy to “Pay 


You can quickly learn to play any Bues- 
cher Intrument. To prove to you how easy 
it is we will gladly send your choice of 
Saxophone, Trumpet, Trombone, [or any 
other) for six days’ trial in your own home. 
If you like the instrument send a small 
deposit and pay a little each month on 
the balance. Send coupon below for cata- 
log of your favorite instrument. No obli- 
gation. “Do this today. 


Buescher Trumpets, Trombones, and other band 
instruments are superior in easy playing, perfect 
tonal qualities, and are used by the leading artists 
throughout the world. Any instrument sent on six 
days’ trial. Easy terms of payment. Mail coupon for 
special catalog of your favorite instrument. 


BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO. 


Everything in Band and Orchestra Instruments 


2219 Buescher Block 
Elkhart, Ind. 


BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO. 364 
2219Buescher Block, Elkhart, Ind. I 
Gentlemen: Without og my me in any way please send | 
me your free literature. I am interested in the instrument 
checked here. Saxophone Cornet [ Trumpet 1 
Trombone (_ Tuba [) Mention any other ! 
How old are you? Do you play any instrument? 1 
What? | 
Name 
Address i 
City 
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WHITE TEETH 
have nothing to do 


Ignoring the whitest, cleanest teeth, 
Pyorrhea wages war against health. 
It attacks the gums, and, unaware 
of this fact, 4 persons out of 5 after 
forty and thousands younger sur- 
render to this dread disease. 

But you needn’t fear these odds. 
Just be careful in your selection of 
a dentifrice. Use Forhan’s for the 
Gums, regularly, morningand night. 

This dentifrice cleans teeth white 
and protects them against acids 
which cause decay. And in addi- 
tion, if used in time, it firms gums 
and keeps them so healthy they are 
safeguarded against Pyorrhea. Geta 
tube from your druggist, 35c and 60c 


Formula of R. J. Forhan,, D.D.S. 
Forhan Company, New York 


Forhan’ for the 


gums 


IT CHECKS PYORRHEA 


MORE THAN A TOOTH PASTE... 


Lancing sunbeams in 


YOUR HAIR 


Keep them there—or bring 


them back—this simple way! 


Youthfulness — that charm that brings popularity, ro- 
mance, happiness——now you can eep it aivays, in your 
hair! | ne Golden Glint shampoo will show you the 
way! Rich generous lather cleanses each hair. You rinse— 
rem + all trace of soap. Your hair appears shades lighter 

Th ou apply the extra tor ; that makes 
tk ham poc ferent! Instantly -new finish! 
All tra gone! Now vour hair is worthy of the 
face ! Mill ons use regularly! Nothing to bleach 
or ange natural color of your hai Ju st a wonderful 
shampoo—p/us! At your favorite dealer if not send 


» 1. W. Kobi Co., Dept. B, 601 Rainier Ave., 


Washington. Money back if not delighted. 


Glint 


the SHAMPOO plus 


MAGIC KEY TO YOUTHFUL “LOCKS”: 


| dently 


| 


|}and how 


| forgotten me, if I 


Uneasy Love 


[Continued from page 23] 


There was only one thing to do, except 
to drop dead. When the family moved on, 
I moved in their train. 

What would happen? Could I possibly 
pass at such close quarters as a third Miss 
Morse? It all depended upon how well 
Miss Gold and her aunt knew the Morses 
observant the Morses themselves 
were. 

“So glad to see you,” murmured la Com- 
tesse d’Amaranthe, in a New York voice 
that tried to be English. 

“So glad!” echoed Miss Virginia Gold. 


FELT like a spy approaching a sentinel 

without knowing the countersign. The 
two hostesses glanced at me with more inter- 
est, I thought, than at the other Morses, 
and if I hadn’t been too frightened I might 
believed that was because I was better 
looking and better dressed. Thank heaven, 
two or three Morse girls were the same to 
them? We passed on to the door of the 
ballroom. I wasn’t lost after all. Anyhow, 
not yet! But now came another terrible 
moment suspense. 

Several young men stood together, evi- 
waiting for someone they expected. 
them stepped forward, and each 


have 


Two of 


| claimed a Morse girl for the dance. 


“Pa, let’s see if we can do this, will you?” 
chirped Ma, and towed her husband away. 

I was left alone and my nervousness must 
have shown in my face, for the three young 
men who remained of the group gazed at 
me with sympathetic and rescuing expres- 
sions. 

“Oh, dear,” I sighed, and instantly the 
three invited me to dance. 

I was so grateful I could have kissed 
them, but all I did was to say: “I'd love 
to!” and let myself be seized by the nearest. 

The boy danced divinely and fortunately 
what I'd learned in little old Riverdale I'd 
kept up more or less in Greenwich Village. 
Another of the three cut in. Then the third 
grabbed me. There was a funny tussle. We 
laughed like children; and to tell the truth 
they were very young indeed, only a year 
or two older than I was. But a girl is 
grown up at twenty! 


W Ho are you?” they asked, as with a 
single voice, when the dance was 
over 

I gave the first name I thought of, the 
one of the taxi telegram. I was Miss Mayne. 
Mary Mayne! Id lost my chaperon, I ex- 
plained. Not that I wanted to find her, if 
they would look after me. This was my 
first big ball; I didn’t know anybody. I 
was so afraid I wouldn't have a good time! 

“You should worry!” said one boy. 
“You'll have a good time all right. Leave 
it to us and forget your chaperon.” 

I said I would, as she seemed to have 
shouldn’t be too much 
bother to them? 

They reassured me about that. I was 
their discovery, and they'd like nothing bet- 
ter than to keep me to themselves. But they 
wouldn’t be selfish so after a while they 
brought up numbers of friends to dance 
with Miss Mayne. Some of these asked to 
be introduced. I heard them doing it. I 
was a “wow,” my first knight told me, and 
I hadn’t lived in New York for months 
without knowing that to be a “wow” meant 
you were a wild success. 

I might be Cinderella, but the real Cin- 
derella had only one prince; I had a dozen! 

Of course, some of the princes asked em- 
barrassing questions but I laughed them off. 
If they didn’t know my face it wasn’t for 
me to supply a label. 

“I'll bet you’re a new movie star,” one 
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said. “Now, tell the truth! Aren't you?” 

“Maybe,” I said, but stopped laughing 
when he threatened to ask Virginia Gold. 
“Oh, don’t,” I begged. “I came with some- 
one she knows, of course, but she doesn’t 
know me personally. She might think my 
friend had taken a liberty. I should hate 


that.” 
I was having a wonderful time. Miss 
Blake’s dress was the prettiest one at the 


ball, and I wasn’t sure that I was not the 
prettiest girl. I began to feel at home, as 
ii I belonged in this happy set, and I almost 
forgot that the gown I had on didn’t belong 
to me! When I did remember, now and 
then for a second, I said to myself what I'd 
said before: 

“It’s no harm! I won't hurt the dress. 
Tomorrow morning early I'll press it out 
and it will be as fresh as if it hadn’t given 


me all this fun. Miss Blake will never 
know.” 
Y AND BY the nicest boy of all invited 
me to go to supper with him. His 
name was Black, I thought, or something 
that sounded like Black. I went, very 


happy and hungry. I'd had nothing since 
lunch, except a cup of strong coffee I’d made 
at home to keep my courage up! 

There were two supper rooms at Miss 
Gold’s. One was the conventional sit-down 
affair, in the big dining room. The other 
was, it seemed, a new innovation. They 
called it “the bar.” Just beyond the con- 
servatory which led out from the ballroom, 

long counter had been set up in a small 
picture gallery. This counter was piled with 
all sorts of sandwiches, and every kind of 
delicious food that could be eaten standing 
up without spilling mayonnaise or whipped 
cream. 

The boy I thought of as Mr. Black took 
me to the “bar.” He provided me with 
several caviar sandwiches, and a glass of 
champagne. We stood in a corner, out of 
the crush, and he was just saying that, if I 
wasn't a movie queen, I must be a runaway 
princess from the Balkans when, suddenly, 
before I could conjure an answer, he stopped 
and stared. 


“Hello! What a darned nuisance!” he 
said. 

“Who's a nuisance?” I asked. “Not me, I 
hope ?” 


“Tl tell the world you’re not? I've just 
seen a cousin of mine from Washington, 
Rachel Blake, and in a minute she’s bound 
to see me. She's with her stepfather, 
‘Breakneck’ Lawrence. Maybe you've heard 
of him?” 

Maybe I had! And maybe I would have 
been glad if a trap-door could have opened 
under my feet. Why hadn't I understood 
that the boy’s wretched name was Blake, 
not Black? 

“T can’t stand Rachel. She’s the limit,” he 
was saying. “What vile luck she should turn 
up here!” 

Mild words, “vile 

“Say, would you 


luck !” 

mind changing places 
with me, to face those two, and let me turn 
my back? They might miss me that way 
and—no, gee, it’s too late! She’s spotted 
us! She would!” 


COULD have fainted, but that was the 


last thing to do to save myself from 
public disgrace. 
“You must go to her quickly!” I said. 


“Then it will be over with, and you can 
come back.” 

“Oh, hang, I suppose you’re right. 
ise to wait here, won’t you?” 

I didn’t answer. I let him take the prom- 
ise for granted, but, hardly had he turned to 
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do his duty, than I fled for dear life. 
dashed through a door close by and a 
along a narrow corridor. It was lit by a 
hanging lantern, and halfway down I spied | 
a door with glass panels, that looked as if 
it would lead outside. I raced for it and! 
in a minute I was out in the cold night air. 
For a few seconds I stood bewildered, 
hardly knowing what to do. It was still 
drizzling. Miss Blake’s gown would be 
ruined. But that was better than being 
caught and accused as a thief. There was 
no mercy in that girl. I'd felt it at first 
sight. Even her cousin hated and avoided 
her. “She’s spotted us!” he'd said? “Us!” 
That meant she had seen me, and seen her 


dress. I'd save up money and pay for it} 


somehow, but the one thing now was to 
get away before she gave chase. 


HE door I had shut behind me opened. 

“She’s sent someone to catch the thief,” 
I thought. And then I ran and ran. I fell 
and hurt my knees, but I thought of the 
frock more than the pain. That would fin- 
ish the dress! I stumbled to my feet, and 
ran on again. If I could only get outside 
the gates into the road, I might hail a pass- 
ing car. 

The rain struck on my bare neck like tiny 
whips, and the wind blew my hair into my 
eyes. Suddenly I thought of Miss Blake’s 
cloak, left in the dressing-room, and of my 
bundle in the summer-house. But they didn’t 
matter. 

Splash! Splash! In my delicate shoes I 
hurried across the soaked lawn. The high 
silver heels nearly turned my ankles when I 
stumbled into a hollow hidden by grass. 


Aiter a while I found the avenue, where I | 


could run faster, despite the slippery mud. 
Sometimes I thought I was being followed, 
but I dared not look back. Then I heard 
the noise of a car. As I reached the gate- 
way a big limousine which was turning in 
swerved to one side. 

White lights dazzled my eyes. Someone 
yelled a warning. Brakes were slammed on. 
A man jumped out of the car, and was pick- 
ing me up from the ground. It had all hap- 
pened in such a rush that I hadn't even 
known when I fell. 


OR God's sake, are you hurt?” a voice 
asked, twice over, I think, before I 
had breath to speak. 

When I could I gasped an answer: “I 
don’t know. I don’t feel any pain.” 

“I’m sure of one thing. The car didn’t 
strike you,” 
awful moment I realized the charm of his 
voice. “But, good heavens, what are you 
doing out here in the cold and rain without 
a wrap? Let me take you back to the 
house.” 

“No, no!” I panted. “Not back to the 
house. Oh, do save me! I'll be so thank- 
ful! Please! I haven’t done anything 
wrong really.” 

The man laughed. “I'd save you if you 
were a murderess, dripping with your vic- 
tim’s blood instead of rain, you poor child!” 
His nice voice comforted me. “Say what 
you want me to do and it’s as good as 
done.” 

“Drive me in your car to the station,” I 
said. 

“All right. Jump in. We'll talk after- 
wards.” He swung me into the car, rolled 
me up in a soft rug, jumped in himself, and 
didn’t speak again till he had backed out 
through the gates and turned. “Now, where 
do you want to go?” he asked. 

“Oyster Bay, I suppose. I have to get 
back to New York by the first train I can 
catch.” 

He stepped on the gas, and, the coast be- 
ing clear, found time to give me a long 
steady look, which I gave back for a sec- 
ond or two. It was my first chance to see 
what he was like. Before, I'd judged only 
from his voice. If he had roared like a fog 


the man said. And even at that | 


YES GROW 
Eyelashes 


and Eyebrows 
like this in 
30 days 


By Lucille Young 


America’s most widely known Beauty 
Expert for fifteen years. Beauty Ad- 
viser to over a million women. 


Now Eyelashes and Eyebrows can be made to grow. My 
new discovery MUST accomplish this, or its cost will be 
refunded in full. Over 10,000 women have made the test. 
I have the most marvelous testimonials. Read a few here. 
I have attested before a notary public, under oath, that 
they are genuine and voluntary. 


The most marvelous discovery has 
been made—a way to make eye- 
lashes and eyebrows actuall 

ow. Nowif you want long, curl- 
ing, silken lashes, you can have 
them—and beautiful, wonderful 
eyebrows. 


I know that women will be wild to 
put my new discovery to test. 
want them to—at my risk. While 
everything else has failed, my 
search of years has at last disclosed 
the secret. 


So now I say to women that no 
matter how scant the eyelashes and 
eyebrows, I will increase their 
length and thickness in 30 days—or 
not accept a single penny. There 
are no strings attached to my guar- 
antee! No “‘ifs,"’ “ands,” or ““may- 
bes!" New growth or no pay. And 
you are the sole judge. 


Proved Beyond the Shadow 
of a Doubt 


Not just a few, but over ten thou- 
sand women have proved that my 
wonderful discovery works. I have 
from these women some of the most 
startling testimonials ever written. 
I print a few of them on this page. 
And I have sworn to their genuine- 
ness before a motary public. 
Please note the first testimonial— 
an amazing statement that my dis- 
covery actually produced hair on 
the forehead, for a “‘dip,"* as well as 
growing eyelashes and eyebrows. 


What My Discovery Means 
to BEAUTY 


To fringe the eyes with long, curl- 
ing, natural lashes—to make the 
eyebrows intense, strong, silken 
lines! Think of it. All the mys- 
terious, alluring charm of veiled 
eyes, the witchery and beauty only 
one woman in a hundred now pos- 
sessesinfull. But now you, every- 
one, can have this beauty—impart 
to loveliness this greatest of all 
single charms. 


Results Noticeable in a Week 
In one week—sometimes in a day or 
two—you notice the effect. You 
merely follow simple directions. 
The eyelashes become more beauti- 
ful—tike a silken fringe. The dar- 
ling little upward cur! shows itself. 
The eyebrows become sleek and 
tractable—with a noticeable ap- 

arance of growth and thickness. 

‘ou will have the thrill of a lifetime 
—know that all you have to do is 
carry out use of my discovery 
allotted time. 


An Entirely New, Scientific 
Principle 


For years, I have sought my dis- 
covery—tried thousands upon thou- 
sands of ways. But they were the 
ways others have tried. I, like 
others, failed utterly. Then I made 
a discovery, found that the roots of 
the eyelashes and eyebrows were 
marvelously responsive to a certain 
rare ingredient—found that this in- 
gredient must be applied in an 
entirely mew way. There is a 
secret about my discovery—but no 
mystery. It accomplishes its re- 
markable results just as nature does 
for those women who possess beau- 
tiful eyelashes and eyebrows. I 
know I have now given women the 
wish of their hearts—made the 
most astounding beauty discovery 
yet recorded 


You Can Have Proof 
at My Sole Risk 


Remember . . . in 30 days TI guar- 
antee results that will not only 
delight, but amaze. If your eye- 
lashes and eyebrows do not actually 
grow, if you are not wholly and 
entirely satisfied, you will not be 
out one penny. The introductory 
Pater of my discovery is $1.95, 

ter the price will be regularly 


Send No Money With Order 


Send no money ... simply mail 
coupon. When package arrives, 
pay postman only $1.95 plus a few 
cents postage. Use my wonderful 
discovery for full 30 days. Then if 
not delighted, return it and I will 
— your money without come 
ail coupon today to 


Lucille Young, 832 Lucille Young Bldg. 


Read These Amazing 
Testimonial Letters 
Dear Miss Young: I have just 
used your Eyelash and Eye- 
brow Beautifier and have re- 
ceived good results. Further- 
more, while I was applying it 
to my eyes, I thought I'd put 
it on my forehead at the side, 
to make a dip. I continued to 
do so and was astonished one 
day when I saw that there 
actually was hair on my fore- 
head. I will have a natural dip 

on my forehead. 
Luretta Prinze, 
1952 Cuda' aback Ave., 
Niagara Falls, N. Y. 


Dear Lucille Young: I am 
more than pleased with your 
Eyebrow and Eyelash Beau- 
tifie r. My eyelashes are grow- 
ing a k, lon 1g, and luxurious. 

iss Flora J. Corriveau, 
9Pinette Ave., Biddeford, Me. 


Dear Miss Young: I certainly 
am delighted with the Eye- 
brow and Eyelash Beautifier. 
I notice the greatest difference 
and so many people I come in 
contact with remark how 
silky and long my eyelashes 
appear to be. 
Mile. Hefflefinger. 
240 W. “B" St. Carlisle, P. 


Lucille Young: I have been 
using your Eyelash and Eye- 
brow Beautifier Method. It is 
surely wonderful. 

Pearl Provo, 


2954 Taylor St., N. E., 
Minneapolis, Minn. 


Dear Friend: A million or 
more thanks to you Miss 
Young. I am greatly pleased. 
My eyebrows and lashes are 
beautiful now. I will praise 
you to all my friends and I do 
not need to speak that praise 
—my appearance tells the tale. 
Naomi Ave, W. P 5437 West- 
minster A Phila. 


My Dear Friend: Your eye- 
lash and eyebrow beautifier is 
simply marvelous. The longer 
I use it the better the note 
Frances Raviart, R. D. No. 2, 
Box 179, Jeanette, 


Send me your new discovery for growing eye- 
lashes and eyebrows. On arrival I will pay 
»ostman only $1.95, plus a few cents postage. 
f not delighted, T will return it within 30 
days and you will at once refund my money 


Screen Stars, Ac- § 
tresses, Society 8 Chicago, Ill. 
Women, and Pro- # 
fessional Beauties 
please note. You 
are vitally interest. 
ed in this discovery. g without question. 
g Name 
‘fer, send 
city 
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FREE! Complete Plans 
for Your Valentine Party 


ENNISON has prepared complete plans 

for a Valentine party full of surprises 
for your friends. Everything is in the plans 
— invitations, decorations, new, exciting 
games and stunts, favors, just the right 
refreshments—even costumes. Send for 
the plans—they are free. 


Use Dennison’s Party Goods 
These complete party plans are taken 
from Dennison’s Party Magazine—a mag- 
azine that is brimful of interesting new 
ideas for every kind of entertainment. 
With it you can plan the gayest, happi- 
est parties you have ever known. And you 
will find all the supplies you need, crepe 
paper, decorations, place cards, novelties, 
at your local store where Dennison goods 
are sold. They are on sale at stationers, 
department stores, and many drug stores. 

Send the coupen now for free plans for 
the Valentine party. And whynot thenew- 
est issue of the Party Magazine, filled 
withsuggestions for Valentine’s and other 
late winter parties. It’s only 20 cents. 


| Dennison’s, Dept. 58-P, Framingham, Mass. | 
Please send me free plans for a Valentine party. } 


| Address . ] 
| State 
If you want the Party Magazine ( Valentine } 
cents and check here 

| d@ you some of the famous Dennison ] 

Books? Check those you want and enclose 10¢ for each.) 

| Crepe Paper Costumes Crepe Paper Flowers ] 
| Fable Decoretions ..Seahing Wax Craft 


Decorating Hails Weaving Paper Rope 


JKUR LASH Beautifies 


(Not a Cosmetic) Your Eyes 


Gives lashes natural upward curve. Eyes look 
larger—bright eyes brighter, soft eyes softer. No 
heat or cosmetics. Apply a gentle pressure an in- 
stant with soft rubber pads. Handles in Apple 
Green, Baby Blue, Lavender, Cherry, Old Rose, 
Ivory. Department, drug stores, beauty shops or 
direct. Send $1 or pay postman. Guaranteed. The 
Stickel Co.,133 N.Clinton Bldg., Rochester,N.Y. 


horn instead of having the most charming 
voice I'd ever heard, I would still have 
begged a lift in his car. Now I saw that 
the face was equal to the voice; he was dark 
complexioned, with eyes that seemed in- 
scrutable in the shadow of his hat, a strong 
mouth, and a square chin with a cleft in it. 

“IT don’t know about trains,” he said, “but 
if you're not afraid to trust me, I'll drive 
you to New York.” 

“Oh, you are kind,” I exclaimed. “Of 
course, I trust you. Only it’s a shame! 
You were on your way to the ball.” 

“The ball can go to thunder. _I came 
only because it was an old promise. Now, 
about you. Are you such a baby that you 
don’t know it’s dangerous to trust any 
stranger to drive you anywhere at one 
o'clock at night in his car?” 

“I do know that, of course,” I answered, 
“but I was desperate. Besides, you seem 
different.” 

“I hope Iam. And as it happens you can 
trust me.” 

“I have to,” I said. 
how.” 


“But 1 would any- 


E LAUGHED at that. “Thanks for 
the compliment, such as it is.” 

“Well, it’s true,” I insisted. “You are 
different from horrible men. A girl knows! 
Your face is a little like—” 

“A brother's, I suppose,” he broke in. 
“Or that of the man you're engaged to.” 

“T have no brother, and ['m not en- 
gaged,” I told him. “What I was going to 
say sounds sentimental and silly. But I'll 
say it! You look a little like pictures I’ve 
seen of knights.” 

“There are knights and knights!” he said 
and I saw he was laughing again. I seemed 
always to be making him laugh. But what 
did it matter? He was wonderful, and he 
was rushing me fast to New York. “I hope 
I am the King Arthur blend.” 

“I hope so too. I think you are, if men 
can be nowadays. You're treating me as 
those knights treated the girls they saved 
from dragons.” 

“Have I saved you from a dragon?” 

“Indeed you have.” 

“And I mustn’t ask you any questions 
about him?” 

“It was a female dragon,” I said. “But 
please! No questions about that, if you 
don’t mind.” 

“I do mind, of course, being human. How- 
ever, I must live up to Round Table tradi- 
tions, Cinderella!” 

“Thank you, Prince,” I said. “But I’m 
worse off in some ways even than Cin- 
derella.” 

“Why? 
pumpkin.” 

“No, but there are lots of other reasons 
why, and I haven’t any magic glass slipper 
to bring me back to joy.” 

“We must see if we can’t find a sub- 
stitute for the glass slipper magic. I’m al- 
most sure we can.” 

“I wish I were sure of anything nice from 
tomorrow on!” I sighed. “But I don’t want 
to think about tomorrow.’ 

“Very well. Yet I shall think of you to- 
morrow. That can do you no harm, for 
I'll bé far away. I'm sailing for France at 
nine o'clock.” 

“Oh, I'm sorry!” 
selves 

“Why are you sorry? Would you have 
let me see you again if I hadn't been going 
away ?” 

“Ves,” I said. “At least, I'd have liked 


to see you again.” 


Your coach hasn’t turned to a 


The words spoke them- 


NCE more he studied my face for a mo- 

ment. I had the feeling that I'd only 

to speak, only to say “I am in great trouble; 

I need help” for this man, who hadn’t known 

of my existence half an hour ago, to tell me 
he would stay. 

It seemed too strange to be true, and per- 


haps it was very conceited of me to think it 
might be so, but I couldn't help thinking it. 
With the thought came a thrill, and an in- 
tense wish to try and see what would hap- 
pen if I did appeal to him. But instantly I 
realized that I didn’t want him to stay and 
see me disgraced. Very likely Miss Blake 
could have me arrested. If she could, she 
surely would! She was that kind of girl. 

Here was the most wonderful man I had 
ever even dreamed of, the most wonderful 
who could ever come into my life, yet even 
if I could keep him I must not. . Maybe, I 
meant romance to him now. Ii he stayed, 
runaway Cinderella would turn into a run- 
away thief, and all the romance would be 
spoiled. So I must never know if my in- 
stinct had been right, or if I really had the 
power to hold him. 

“You will see me again some day,” he 
was saying. 

“I wonder!” 

“I don’t wonder. I know.” 

FTER that we didn’t speak for a while. 

All our joking was over. There seemed 
little left to say just then. As we sat silent, 
and the car raced on, I was asking myseli 
what to do. Should I let myself be driven 
to the house where Julie and I lived, or 
should I take the precaution of asking my 
“knight” to stop at a wrong house in a 
wrong street? Ii he didn’t know my name 
or where I lived. newspaper paragraphs tell- 
ing the tale of Miss Blake’s dress and the 
girl who stole it would mean nothing to him. 
I couldn’t bear to have him read that his 
Cinderella had been sent to piison. 

I'd almost made up my mind to trick him, 
when he spoke out of a concentration as 
deep as my own 

“You are afraid I mean to try and find 
out things about you, that you don’t want 
me to know, Cinderella. But ease your 
mind. I don’t want to know anything you 
don’t want me to know.” 

“Thank you,” I said. 

“You said you were sorry I was sailing. 
Did you say that only to be polite, because 
I've tried to help you out of a scrape?” 

“No,” I answered. “I was sorry. But 
when I stopped to think, I was glad. Be- 
cause I couldn't see you again at present, 
even if you were in New York.” 

“At present! But when I come back it 
will be different.” 

“Oh, I do hope so!” 

“I won’t even ask your name tonight, if 
you don’t wish me to.” 

“T don’t!” I said. 

“Then that’s that. But I shall tell you 
mine, all the same. It’s Hughson Hardinge. 
They call me Hugh for short. And I warn 
you that when I come back you won't get 
rid of me so easily as now.” 

“When are you coming back?” I asked. 

“In a few months. As soon as I've fin- 
ished some important business on the other 
side.” 

“You'll have forgotten all about me by 
then.” 

“No. My memory’s one of my strong 
points.” 

“Or I may have moved from where I 
live now.” 

“That won’t make any difference, I can 
trace you if you let me see where you do 
live now, and—” 

“T will!” I interrupted. “I thought. maybe 
I wouldn’t. But I can’t play such a trick, 
Mr. Hardinge. I said I trusted you, and 
that’s the proof!” 

“Thanks. But you didn’t let me finish. 
I was going to say, and, if you don’t get 
married.” 

“T shan’t!” I cried. “I'm as sure of that as 
you seem to be that you won't forget me.” 

“T wish I dared to think it was for the 
same reason.” 


THRILL went through me, but I 
wouldn’t ask him what he meant, and 
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he didn’t explain. I told him reluctantly 
where I lived, hoping that I wouldn't have 
to regret my frankness when the newspapers 
got hold of me. 

By and by, we came to Eighth Street. I 
showed him the house, and when he’d slowed 
down, I began taking off the rug which 
had kept me warm. 

“Don't!” he said. “I told you I’d have 
to think of a substitute for Cinderella’s 
magic slipper. Some day, here or elsewhere, 
I'll call for my rug! It won't be so long 
before then. But if you should want me 
meanwhile, to help you out of another 
scrape, read the papers tomorrow morning 
and you'll know how to reach me with an 


E SAID good-by. His hand was 


warm and firm in mine for 2 moment. | 


Then he and his car were gone. As if I had 
dreamed them both! But I had the rug, 
and whatever the price I might be forced 
to pay tomorrow, I told myself that it 
could hardly be too big! 

I thanked heaven that Julie was still away 
when I got home. But my thanks were 
given too soon for she burst into the room 
before I had got myself out of Miss Blake’s 
spoiled dress. 

“For the good-cat’s-sake!” she gasped. 
And I was too wrought up, too emotional 
after what I had gone through, to keep any- 
thing from her. Besides, perhaps it was bet- 
ter to blurt out the whole story, in case 
worse things should follow tomorrow. I 
knew that I wouldn’t be safe one minute 
after Mrs. Farwell opened her place, for if 


| 


Miss Blake wanted my address she would | 


get it. Though I hated confessing to Julie, 
who was * 
of everything, maybe that very quality 
would make her useful. She was marvellous 
about getting out of scrapes. It would be 
worth while telling her what a fool I'd been, 
if she could tell me what to do next. 

But her first remark made me wish that 
at least I'd kept the way I got home a 
secret. 

“You little idiot to let the man go,” she 
said. “If he fell for you the way you 
thought he did, he’d have stayed and stood 
by you, if you’d given him the glad eye.” 

“But I didn’t want him to stay!” I said. 

“More fool you. Now you've got only 
yourself to look after yourself. Except me, 
of course. I won’t let you down. How 
much did the dress cost? Perhaps, with 
what we've both got saved up we could pay 
for it. Then the Farwell hag and the Blake 
cat couldn’t have you arrested.” 

“That's good of you, Julie,” I said, “but 
I haven't left myself fifty dollars, and I 
wouldn't borrow of you, even if—” 

“I might run to seventy-five,” she offered. 

“IT wouldn't take it! And it would be no 
good if I did. Mrs. Farwell charged Miss 
Blake, or rather, Mr. Lawrence, her step- 
father, three hundred dollars for the dress.” 


H, GOSH! But say, listen. There’s 

hope if it’s this Lawrence chap who 
paid. I know something about him. He's 
the kind wouldn’t care what he spilled out 
if he liked a girl. And you said he sort of 
liked you.” 

“I said nothing of the sort. 
stared at me.” 

“What's the dif, with a guy like Break- 
neck Lawrence? You try to get him. That’s 
my advice. I bet he turns up in the morn- 
ing at Farwell’s with the Blake girl to see 
what you're going to say for yourself about 
this dress business. And there’s your chance, 
if you have the brains to use it, which I 
doubt, since you were so soft with Hardinge.” 

“I couldn’t bear to lose Mr. Hardinge’s 
respect,” I said but I felt foolish. 

“So you preferred to Jose him instead! 
For you have lost him all right. He won't 
come back. Not to you. 
that, you don’t know men. 


I said he 


A few months’ 
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Adds Glossy Lustre — 
Makes Your Hair Easy to Manage 


F you want to make your hair easy to | impart that bright, brilliant, silky sheen, 


manage and add to its natural gloss 
and lustre, this is very easy to do. 

Just put a few drops of 
Glostora on the bristles 
of your hair brush, and 
brush it through your 
hair when you dress it. 

You will be surprised at 
the result. It will give 
your hair an unusually 
rich, silky gloss and lus- 
tre—instantly. 

Glostora simply makes 
your hair more beautiful 
by enhancing its natural 
wave and color. It keeps 
the wave and curl in, and 
leaves your hair so soft 
and pliable, and so easy 
to manage, that it will 
stay any style you ar- 
range it, even after sham- 
pooing—whether long or 
bobbed. 


Vame 


Address 


Please send me FREF 


so much admired, 


and your hair will 


fairly sparkle and glow with natural gloss 


THE R. L. WATKINS COMPANY 
1276 West 3rd Street, Cleveland, Ohio 
>, a sample of GLOSTORA, all charges paid. 


and lustre. 
A large bottle of Glostora 

} costs but a trifle at any 
' drug store or toilet goods 

counter. 
Try it!—You will be de- 
lighted to see how much 
more beautiful your hair 
will look, and how easy 
it will be to manage. 


A generous sample 
free upon request, 


| 


TRY IT FREE! 


28-G-19 


A few drops of Glostora 


Canadian address ; 


ASS PINS 35¢ 


NEW CATALOG FREE/ 


Smown $350 002. 
Fea fea $500 002 


BASTIAN BROS CO. ROCHESTERE NY 


WANTED—GIRLS, WOMEN 
LEARN GOWN DESIGNING 


Learn easily at home in spare mo- 
ments. Designers — Creators carn 


e939-00 to $75.00 a week 


ate your own 
gowns at big , — Institute 


mc Dept. T627 
ing /_ Rochester, N. Y. 
Mail Rush to me AT 


ONCE free sample 


Coupon 

Today Gown lessons. 

Sure 
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£00 58. 4711 N.Ciark St.. Chicago 


You can now Own a 
Typewni 
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Shipman-Ward Mfg. Co., 3822 Shipmar 
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Bidg., 
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402 Wellington St. West, Toronto 2-Ont, 
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(hair - free) 


OULD YOU use a4 caustic soap 
to get the dirt from your skin? 
Then why treat superfluous hair with 
caustics? ZIP contains no caustics. It 
is gentle, harmless and fragrant. It does . 
not burn off surface hair — but gently 
eases out the hairs and roots and destroys 
the growth. Absolutely safe for the face 
as well as limbs, body and back of neck, 
Says Fashionable Dress “Superflwous hair 
permanently conquered — and by a specialist in 
whom thousands of women have learned to place 
their sincerest confidence!” USE ZIP ONCE! 
IMPORTANT! 
Beware of spurious harmful (mere 
wax) substitutes offered by Beauty 
Shop operators as Z/P treatments. 
Authorized representatives giving 
genuine Z/P treatments display a sign | 
$0 Stating, signed by me. ZIP Epilator 
gently lifts hair out; ordinary wax 
tears and is painful. 
Packages sold everywhere. At my Salon 
Treatment or FREE DEMONSTRATION 


Madame Berthe’, Specialist, Dept. 181 
562 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 

Please tell me how superfluous hair can 
really be destroyed at home without elec- 
tricity. Also send FREE liberal sample of 
your Massage and Tissue eS: Cream. 
Name 
Address 


City & State — 


—=—TRY THIS 
to clear and soften your Skin 
as jar creams never have! 

A truly unique creme—rose pink and almond scented. Contains 
imported cosmetic oils; also, beautifiers not obtainable in jar 
creams. Concentrated, then compressed into a dainry cake 
Melrs on skin as you softly smooth it on from pretty oval cor 
tainer. Cleanses, clears, whirens and softens skin—reduces pores, 

feeds tissues, growsg 


FREE bar. A marvelous powder 
base, blends powder and 
PACKAGE OF rouge perfectly, prevents 


safe, 
end for the charming little ?*7¢- All stores New ova! 

packet of SEM-PRAY beautifiers Comtainer or original cake 

containing seven-day pply of form, 60c. 

SEM-PRAY creme, generous trial 


package of SEM-PRAY Powder 

and liberal supply of SEM-PRAY m~ ay 
Rouge. Just clip and mail coupon | 
helow 


Mme [a Nore, SEM-PRAY Salons, Dept. 842, 

rand Rapids, Michigan 
ee send the generous 7-day trial packet of SEM-PRAY Com- 
pressed Creme, SEM-PRAY Face Powder and SEM-PRAY 
Rouge. enc lose ten cents for and 


absence and every single thing’s wiped off 
the slate! You've got his rug and that’s all 
you'll ever get out of friend Hardinge. If 
you'd had a cat’s sense you'd have had the 
rug, plus cash enough to pay for the dress. 
Now you'll have to play your cards better 
with Lawrence, my girl.” 

“I won't go to Mrs. Farwell’s,” I said. 
“T can’t face her. You don’t know what 
she’s like, Julie. She'd drive me to throw 
myself out of the window. I thought I'd 
write her a letter. I'll tell the truth about 
the dress, and say I'll find work somewhere 
else at once, so 1 can save up and pay for 
it. It's no use urging me to go to her, 
instead of writing. I'd rather die this min- 
ute. I'll write, and take the letter myself. 
I'll slip it into her box early, before it’s time 
to open up. That’s the best I can do. And 
I'll stay out all day looking for work. Ii 
Miss Blake sends the police here—oh, Julie, 
but it’s awful! I’m getting you into this 
trouble too.” 


ON’T worry. It takes more than 

somebody else’s trouble to phase me,” 
she said. “There’s no good my wasting my 
perfectly good advice since you won't take 
it But, at least, you'd better be here. 
Then, if Lawrence breezes in to talk matters 
over, as I feel in my bones he will, you'll 
get your chance.” 

“Well, I'll take the letter to Mrs. Far- 
well’s, and come home then, if you think 
it’s best.’ 

I wrote the letter before I went to bed. 
It was three o'clock then, and at seven I 
was up and dressed. Julie was fast asleep, 
and I didn’t wake her. I made myself a 
cup of steaming hot coffee, and at eight I 
was on my way to Mrs. Farwell’s. 

I was nearly an hour earlier than usual 
but I had to be sure of not meeting Mrs. 
Farwell and being face to face with her fury. 
I kept repeating to myself all the way: 

“Well, anyway, I'm safe for the present. 
I'm safe. Nobody'll be there yet.” 

But all the same, I had a creepy sensa- 
tion that somehow I wasn’t safe. There 
was a feeling in my spine as if last night’s 
rain was trickling slowly through it, and I 
jumped as if I'd been shot when I saw Break- 
neck Lawrence standing on guard at the 
door I'd meant to enter. 

He saw me as soon as I saw him, maybe 
sooner. I stopped short, swaying on my 
feet, and for the second time in my life I 
was afraid I should faint. He looked at 
me gravely and steadily. It was too late 
to run away, so I stood still. I remem- 
bered Julie’s prophecy and her advice, but 
that strange, hard face promised nothing, 
and I said to myself that it would be as 
easy to vamp Grant’s tomb as to vamp this 
man. 


HAVE been waiting here for you since 
eight,” he said. “I figured that you 
would come early and leave a letter for 
Mrs. Farwell. I see you have it in your 
hand. I’m some detective, it would seem!” 
Julie, even in such a crisis, would have 
had some wise crack in her repertoire to 
throw at him. But I wasn’t Julie. I was 
only myself, Bobby Mayo, late of River- 
dale, Kentucky. All I could do was to stare 
up into those steely eyes, like a mouse hyp- 
notized by the sight of a trap 
It’s not worth while to faint, Miss Mayo,” 
Breakneck Lawrence said, still without the 
trace of a smile, and it frightened me some- 
how, that he had remembered my name, 
which he could only have heard dropped 
once or twice by Mrs. Farwell while I 
shiowed frocks to Miss Blake. “And don’t 
look at me as if I were an ogre, getting 
ready to swallow you. You seem to mis- 
understand the situation. I haven’t come 
here to catch you. My idea is to help. I 
thought my best bid, if I wanted to do that, 
was to be on the spot and save you from 
balling things up as you would if you left 
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a letter in the box for Mrs. 
“Oh,” I breathed. “Thank you. I—” 
“Don’t begin to thank me yet. We'll talk 

first. Give me that letter. Or, if you 

prefer, put it away in your handbag. But 
don’t risk dropping it in the street.” 

I put the letter into my bag. 

Then at last he smiled, but it wasn’t the 
kind of smile Julie would have approved 
“All right,” he said, “but I rather expect 
that presently you'll give me that letter to 
read of your own accord, and ask me to tear 
it up. Have you had any breakfast? But 
what a fool question! I know you haven't. 
We'll go to the St. Regis. It’s close by ” 

He took me by the arm, and marched 
me along, which was just as well, for my 
knees felt like melting ice. He got me into 
the restaurant and chose the nearest dis- 
engaged table for two. Then he proceeded 
to order breakiast without consulting me. 
I ate and drank what he ordered me to eat 
and drink, but there was no conversation 
between us, except about food, until he re- 
marked: 

“There! A little color is coming back to 
that white face of yours. You can’t say 
you're not feeling better.” 

“I'm all right, now,” I said. 

“Well, if you’re not yet, you soon will be. 
Are you strong enough to talk business?” 

I nodded. That was easier than speaking. 

“Did you see me last night at Miss 
Gold's?” The catechism began. 

“No. But I—I knew—” 

“The Blake boy told you, and you bolted. 
Quite right It was the best thing you 
could have done. But I guess you worried 
a bit about Rachel Blake giving you away 
at the ball where you were the prettiest 
girl, thanks to her dress!” 

‘*‘Worried’ is such a weak word,” 
“T nearly died of shame and fright.” 


I said. 


ELL, you can crawl back to life 

again. Rachel didn’t give you away 
to anyone, not even to her cousin. She'd 
have liked nothing better than to make a 
scene if I hadn’t been with her. But I was. 
Consequently nothing was said. And, if 
you like, nothing need be said.” 

“If I like?” I repeated. 

“I’m going to explain, Miss Mayo. That’s 
why I brought you kere. You notice that 
I remember your name?” 

“Yes,” I said, “I—you—” 

“Exactly! I! You! Does it surprise 
you that I remember, and that I’ve taken 
some trouble between last night and this 
morning to be of service to you?” 

“Of course it surprises me,” I answered. 

“Why? You must have seen that I looked 
at you a good deal the other day. In fact, 
I saw that you saw.” 

“I saw, but that was nothing! People do 
stare—I mean, look at me sometimes.” 

“IT am not an ordinary person. When I 
look twice at a girl or woman there has to 
be something remarkable about her. There 
is about you. I should have made an op- 
portunity to meet you again, if this thing 
last night hadn’t happened. I intended to 
arrange something, when Rachel had gone 
back to Washington. But Fate’s a smart 
stage manager. I was born to luck.” 

“Vou call this luck!” I said. “You're 
cruel.” 

“Cruel only to be kind.” 

He looked at me from across the narrow 
table and I thought I could read the mean- 
ing of that look. But I’d never met such a 
man as Breakneck Lawrence. His mind was 
not one that could be easily read. 

“I know just what you're thinking,” he 
said. “How long have you been in New 
York, that you imagine yourself able to 
men’s motives?” 

I told him about coming from Riverdale 
to work for Mrs. Farwell. “But I’ve lived 
in Greenwich Village with a friend,” I add- 
ed, “a gir! who knows a lot about men. 
She ought to! She’s an artist’s model.” 
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your beauty that has attracted me. It’s 
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what a find this new LIPstick is. It’s W ATER- 
proof and really just doesn’t come OFF, no 
matter WHAT one DOES. I was just the 
hit of the PARty last night, no LESS. I 
didn’t have to STOP every few minutes and 
put more ON. Old fashioned PEOple that 
use ordinary LIPstick that comes OFF all the 
time—how can they BEAR it, my dear?” 


The Lipstick of Youth 


Kissproof is youth’s own Lipstick — the 
color, an indescribable blend of red and 
orange so utterly natural, it defies detection, 
blending perfectly with nature’s own color- 
ing. It givesthe NATURAL color of youth. 
Get Kissproof at your favorite toilet goods counter today 


the price is but 0c, Or send coupon for week's supply. 
Kissproof's lasting NATURAL beauty will delight you 


—Send fo r Free frial— 


Kissproof, Inc., Dept. 1322 

3012 Clybourn Ave., Chicago, Illinois 
Send me week's supply of Kissproof Lipstick and 
Kissproof Rouge. I enclose 10c to partly cover 


cost of packing and mailing. Include free, , 16-page 
booklet, 
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ck of hair cut close to the scalp, with your 
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JUVEN can do for you whet it has done for thou- 
ands of fashionable women. This test is FREE, 
write today eos Co., Inc., Dept. 22, 366 


Fifth Ave., N. Y. C 


| the garage for the car that 


so keen I felt they would read a fib 
I couldn’t have afforded to 
way. I'd meant to ‘phone 
brought me to 
But when the blow fell I 
just ran out of the house, without knowing 
what would happen next. At the gates 
saw a car and I asked a man in it to take 
me to Oyster Bay station.” 

“You what! That wasn’t pluck. That 
was recklessness.” 

“Oh, but he was a nice, 
and he brought me all the way 
was as good as gold.” 


were 
in mine. “No, 
play safe that 


fetch me again 


kind-looking man, 
home. He 


YAINTS still walk this earth or travel in 
\J motor cars. Was the man blind?” 

“I must have been looking a fright, all 
wet and blown about and dishevelled if 
that’s what you mean. But anyhow he—” 

“It is what I mean. Well, you were 
lucky. And he was either a fool or a monk 
But tell me, what would you do if a man 
did get ‘fresh’ ?” 

“One of Julie's friends tried it once, quite 
a nice artist, but silly Aiterwards he 
wanted me to sit to him, because he said I 
had a madonna face and eyes that looked 
like Medusa eyes when I got angry.” 

“Medusa’s eyes turned men to. stone. 
Yours would be more likely to turn a stone 
into a man! Well, that’s the end of my 
questions about your past and present, my 
child Do you want to ask any about 
mine ?” 

“No. Why should I?” 

“I suppose Mrs. Farwell dished you a lit- 
tle dirt about me; that I was married, sepa- 
rated from my wile, but not divorced?” 

“Ves, she did tell me those things. And 
that you were a great sportsman.” 

“I've sported with life and got a lot of 
fun out of it, though I’ve never been happy. 
I used to be furious with my wife because 
she wouldn't listen to the idea of divorcing 
me, and she was so beastly good I couldn’t 
divorce her. But in the past few years I 
haven't cared. Now and then a background 
wife’s a great convenience.” 

“A background wife?” 

“A man like me, young enough to enjoy 
lite with plenty of money, is glad to say to 
a woman sometimes, ‘My dear, I wish I 
could marry you, but I’ve got a wife I can’t 


get rid of. ‘See ?” 
“VYe-es.” 


T SHOULDN'T say that to you, though, 
if it came to a question of . . . but, look 
here, the reward I want from you now is 
just your friendship. That’s all I ask, though 
what I’ve promised to do for you about that 
silly dress business and my stepdaughter and 
the Farwell female is nothing to what I in- 


tend to do for you later when we're friends. 
As I explained, refuse my request, and you 
won't suffer I'm no movie villain. But 
accept it, and, as our old pal Monte Cristo 
said, ‘The world is yours.’ At least, the 
things of the world that a girl like you 
wants.” 

“But I want so much!” I sighed. And 


seemed to go whispering 
Something told me that 


“Love” 
heart 


| the word 
through my 


never, never could I learn to love Break- 
| mock Lawrence, attractive as he was in his 
strange, brusque way. 

“I can give you much. And only for 


your friendship.” 
“Ts that all?” 
“That depends. 
prettiest girl I've seen, 


I admire you now as the 
maybe the sweetest. 


I'm not head over heels in love with you 
vet. Maybe I never will be. I’m not a boy. 
But meanwhile I can get you on to the 


lad I been dreaming ? 


I see Glughson Gardinge again? 


©; had I actually gone to that party? 


stage, or into the movies, and put you into 
the way of seeing and being seen, according 
to your dreams when you first came to New 
York. If I do fall in love with you, which 
—though I’m forty-four years old, is more 
likely to happen than not—if you turn out 
as sweet a friend as I think you will, why, 
you can choose again. Love me, or leave 
me, and no harm done, at least to you. Is 


that fair?” 
“It sounds fair,’ I said. Yet it was so 
astonishing to hear such a man pleading 


with a girl like me to be his friend! “I— 
I'd like to know what your idea of a girl’s 
friendship with a married man is.” 


“Nothing underhanded, my dear. My 
cards are on the table queer as that may 
seem. I'd expect the first call upon your 


time, with no other man in the offing. I'd 
take you to dances and theaters and cabarets, 
and all the places you've longed to go to 
I expect. Id take you for long drives in 
motor cars, but I'd behave as well as that 
saint of yours last night. I'd buy you pres- 
ents, such as I buy for my stepdaughter, 
with a thousand times more pleasure. I 
tell you that you can trust me! I'll give you 
warning when I change. What about it?” 
“I will trust you,” I said. 


REAKNECK LAWRENCE put out his 
strong, well-kept hand 

“Our bargain starts now,” he said. “I’m 
going to send you home in my car, which 
I'll ‘phone for. It will be at your service 
all day. Don’t worry about me. I own 
other cars, and I have an understudy chauf- 
feur, too. Take your friend Julie on a shop- 
ping bout. Here’s five hundred dollars to 
go on with for the moment: all I’ve got on 
me. It’s only a loan, if you disapprove of 
money presents. You must fit yourself out 
with a lot of fine feathers if you’re going to 
play around town with me. I want to be 
proud of your appearance. And soon you'll 
be earning a salary in the movies or some- 
thing, enough to repay all loans.” 

“But what about Mrs. Farwell?” I said. 

“Oh, send her a telegram and say you're 
sick. Say you’ve had a legacy from River- 
dale or wherever it is, and you’re not com- 
ing back to her. She won’t chase you to 
Greenwich Village to give you a scolding, 
and you'll be out if she ‘phones. I myself 
will go round to her place now, placate her 
by spending some more money, and tell all 
the needful lies about the famous dress. 
You sent it to Miss Blake, who wore it last 
night and ruined it. Spilled champagne or 
what-not My bribe to Rachel was that 
she should have a duplicate from Paris, and 
a string of pearls to boot. Farwell will get 
her the gown, I'll get her the pearls. And 
I'll see her off to Washington with her mouth 
as tight shut as if she had lockjaw.” 


sure?” I asked. 
“Sure!” said Breakneck Lawrence. “Sure, 
my sweet little friend. As sure as that I'll 


‘phone you at precisely five o'clock this af- 
ternoon when I get our evening thoroughly 
mapped out.” 


HEN I was alone in his splendid car, J 
had time to think, and I did think, 
If I had read of such an episode as 
I should have said that the 
But surely 


hard 
this in a novel, 
girl was a fool to trust the man. 
Breckenridge Lawrence was unique. He 
made a girl believe him! And at worst, I 
could trust myself to escape at the first hint 
of serious danger. He had seemed to lay all 
his cards on the table. If he had others up 
his sleeve, I would quit the game! Mean- 
while it looked to me like a thrilling and 
wonderful game to play. 


Should 
Should I regret my bargain with 


Breakneck Lawrence? I didn’t know! I only knew that romance, lights, music, 


luxury, life, all were to be mine in return for my friends hip! 


I'll tell you in 


March SMART SET how that friendship turned into “Uneasy Love” 
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Whose Queen? 


[Continued from page 44] 


I said nothing. There was nothing to say. 

“You may already know that this band 
of ours is widespread both in this country 
ind others. Our enterprises are very numer- 
ous. What you may not know, but have 
perhaps suspected is that this band of ours 
iso includes several of the high officials of 
Mexico and one or two in the Customs of 
the United States. Otherwise we could not 
do certain things. This means we must keep 
close account with all these agents and make 
yearly reckoning. 


‘F OR over a year now, we have been keep- 

ing a book. We call it the Great Book. 
It is a record in code of all our transactions 
ind the names in code of those who are with 
is and the amount due them. That book 
is never supposed to leave this hacienda, but 
ior exceptional reasons it was taken to En- 
anada by a trusted member of our band 
just two weeks ago. He has been captured 
by the Mexican police there and whether or 
not the book was captured with him, I can- 
not Say. 

“Codes are not infallible and I am dis- 
turbed. We must send some one there who 
s unknown to the police, as you would 
be, and who has not been long enough af- 
jiliated with us to risk chances of arrest for 
that reason. A man with iron nerve, a man 
ith imagination. In short, I want the kind 
of man José says you are. And I want that 
book. The dog who lost it can stay in jail.” 

After a moment of thought, she added: 

“I want the book immediately because at 
the end of the week there come to this 
hacienda our most prominent agents from 
the four corners of Mexico and the United 
States. Each year they journey here, for 
it is here we lay our plans for coming ac- 
tivities and make divisions of our gains. At 
that meeting we must have the book and I 
have kept no duplicate of it, for it is better 
that only one copy exist. I do not think 
that any one could read it, but our safety is 
less secure so long as it is in unfriendly 
hands. 

“Take no one with you. Go alone. Go 
tonight. You will find a fast car where 
you first mounted your horse. Use that in 
going to Ensanada. Be back as soon as you 
have accomplished your mission. If you are 
caught,” she shrugged her shoulders, “you 
lose. We will not aid you. Betray us and 
we will seek you out, across the earth if 
necessary, and destroy you. Bring back the 
book and you will not go without reward.” 

It was very hard to look at this young 
girl and to reconcile with that madonna 
iace of hers, the cold import of her words. 
But she had risen and I knew I was dis- 
missed. I bowed and left the hacienda. 


HE trip to Ensanada I made without 

difficulty. Once there I made up my 
mind to take a dangerous step. Two things 
I had to accomplish in a short time. Both 
would be difficult single-handed. I had to 
get that book and I had to get word to the 
utside world of this gathering of the agents 
Saturday. 

But I must trust someone else to get that 
word to the outside world and there my 
difficulty lay. I could carry no message 

fely myself. I could go nowhere but to 
Ensanada without danger. At last I deter- 
mined to stake my luck on one throw and 
ii the Commandante of Police at Ensanada 
seemed at all intelligent, or worthy of my 
confidence, I would tell him the story. If 
he, too, were one of the band, and that 
was quite possible, I was as good as lost. 
It was all part of the risk of the game. 

The Commandante was a tall, grizzled 
man of few words, but with a personal- 


ity that from the first inspired my trust. Once 
decided, I wasted neither time nor words. 
Briefly I told him the whole story and as I 
outlined point after point, he nodded in per- 
fect comprehension and when I finished, 
swore softly beneath his breath and clapped 
me on the shoulder. 

“You are to be congratulated, senor,” he 
said. “You have played a daring game and 
it would seem that the goddess of luck smiles 
on your daring. The book you speak of is 
in that safe. Tomorrow we shall copy it. 
No, I shall copy it myself tonight and keep 
the copy here. You shall have the original 
to take back to this demon senorita that 
you tell me of. And rest sure that on Satur- 
day night the hacienda will be well sur- 
rounded by a double ring of Mexico's best 
cavalry, for I shall not depend on the police 
alone. Not with those sons of the devil. 
You had better clear out before the 
trouble starts. No, stay there and open the 
gate for us. The hoot of an owl will mean 
we are waiting.” His eyes snapped with 
pleasure. “This will mean promotion for 
the two of us and, perhaps, a little fighting, 
eh ?” 

Yes, it would be a coup indeed if we 
could surround the hacienda that night when 
all the leaders of that far-flung band were 
under one roof. It would mean the complete 
wiping out of a powerful and clever group 
of criminals who had long laughed at the 
best efforts of the police of two nations. 


“O THE night following found me north- 
bound out of Ensanada with the precious 
book on the seat beside me and the hope 
of success in my heart. Yet somehow as 
I sped out over the starlit desert the zest 
that should have been mine was not there 
Somehow the thought of this young girl 
facing the years of servitude that must in- 
evitably be her portion brought with it a 
feeling of almost physical pain and made me 
wish that I had never set eyes on her. And 
I found it did little good to tell myself that 
this woman with the soft eyes and the in- 
scrutable smile had lived by spreading opium, 
that foulest of all drugs, throughout the land. 
She must either be a fiend or utterly with- 
out moral sense. Which? I could not de- 
cide. Neither could I bring myself to ad- 
mit I had fallen under her spell. I only 
knew the whole world seemed wrong. 

So it wasn’t with too high a heart the next 
day that I placed the book in her hands. She 
gave a little cry of pleasure, then turned 
eagerly to de Bariz who stood close by. 
“You see, my guess was right. He has suc- 
ceeded.” 

But de Bariz only looked at me with a 
peculiar intensity in his eyes. Somehow I 
felt we should not be close friends, that 
crafty smuggler and I. 

“The senor has done well,” he said at last. 
“Perhaps he will tell us just how.” 

“It was easy enough,” I answered casu- 
ally. “The police had made a thorough 
search of your agent’s rooms after they had 
captured him, but for some reason or other, 
hadn't searched the house of a certain dark- 
eyed senorita that rumor says he visits while 
in Ensanada. I learned about her the first 
night there, and before dawn went quietly 
through every room in her house. The book 
was in her bedroom, together with a long 
letter from your agent to her. A love let- 
ter, senorita. I left it, for I knew you would 
not be interested in that.” 

Musingly she followed every word, her 
eyes fixed on my face. Then with a half 
smile she asked, “Why should I not be in- 
terested in a love letter?” 

“But the senorita is so intensely practical.” 

“Ah, yes.” She looked at de Bariz and 
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She WOMEN who 
_Jascinate MEN’ 


what is their 
dangerous power? 


HE siren type—the woman who fascinates 
men at will, One woman in a hundred pos- 
sesses this dangerous pow er. 

hated, feared—by other women. 
always been a mystery. You study her—and are 
amazed, bewildered. For you can truthfully say 
“I don't understand what men see in her." 
But you went to know the secret—with all your 
heart. You want the “dangerous power.” It is 
not that you desire to be the siren type. 
could fascinate men at will, you would use your 
power wilhin reason. Well, then, you may; for at 
last the secretis known. Lucille Young, the world's 
foremost beauty expert, will give you the “‘dan- 
gerous power’’—give it to you free. 

Nature’s Greatest Mystery Unveiled 
All your unavailing study of fascinating women, 
your failure to succeed by like methods is easily 
explained. Nature has never desired a race of 
women, all fascinating. Her plan is for limited 
charm. She has said, ‘‘I'll give women just enough 
attraction to marry, and mate.” But to a few 
women she has said, “I'll give the dangerous power 
of complete fascination.” 
You know that this is Nature's plan—though you 
may never have thought of it in just this way. 
Instead you have been puzzled. You have seen 
fascinating women possessed of no more than aver- 
age looks—some that you may have considered 
homely. You have seen women with poor figures 
outshine women with perfect figures. You have 
seen women of refinement cast into the shadow by 
coarser women. You have heard of ‘‘sex appeal,” 
yet you know that thousands of women have re- 
sorted to physical charms as the main reliance— 
with inevitable failure. 
Strangest of all, you may have known some dan- 
gerously fascinating woman as a friend—known 
that she was willing to give you her secrets. But 
she could not. For Nature, most cleverly, has made 
her natural sirens blind to their own methods. 


One Woman in All the World Can Tell Y ou 
Amazing, perhaps, but—so far as it is known— 
Lucille Young is the one woman in all the world who 
knows the complete secret of fascination. A certain 
amount of beauty is indispensable. This beauty 
Lucille Young gives you through her methods— 
admittedly the most effective in the world—used by 
scores of thousands of women. 

But more than beauty is absolutely mecessary. 
Countless beautiful women are not fascinating— 
hardly attractive—as every woman knows. 

So Lucille Young gives you also the very inmost of 
Nature's secrets of fascination. These secrets have 
been disclosed by nearly twenty years of siudy, by 
gleaning from countless patrons the hidden ways of 
fascination, by analyzing and putting together. 
The revelations are startling, mysterious, strange— 
things you would never discover yourself. 

Women are thrilled as never before—because they in- 
stantly recognize that all the secrets they have longed 
to know are revealed—that an amazing new life has 
been opened up to them. No woman who reads will 
again fear the siren type. She will meet her on her own 
ground—be as irresistible as any woman living. And 
remember, whatever your present appearance, Lucille 
Young Methods will give the necessary beauty. 

Find Out Free of All Cost or Obligation. So mar- 
velous are the promises of complete iascination, that 
Lucille Young is willing to convince you at her own 
risk. Simply mail the coupon for her booklet—the most 
amazing thing you have ever read—and it will be sent 


free and without the slightest 
obligation, : Ge 


Young Bldg, Chicago 
LUCILLE YOUNG 1 
932 Lucille Young Building, Chicago, Dlinots. 1 
Without cost or obligation of any kind, send me 
your free book. 1 want to read and understand J 
{ Lucille Young’s Discoveries. The postage is to } 
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“I was ashamed 
of you” 


“Yes, positively ashamed — you 


looked terrible all evening . . . the other 
men have such smooth, good-looking 
hair—Frank told me how they do it— 
Stacomb.” 


Liquid Stacomb keeps your hair 
dignified—in place all day. Healthy, 
too—helps prevent dandruff . . . not 


harmful like water. 


LIQUID 


tacom 


Reg. U.S. Pat. Off 
Standard Laboratories, Inc 
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her voice tell, “I am, as you say, intensely 
practical.” 

Toward mid-day I had begun making 
preparations for my return, when again the 
girl called me to her. This time she was 
alone. And this time she hesitated longer 
than before, as if in doubt whether or not 
to begin. When at last she spoke a new 
note of gravity and uncertainty had crept 
into her voice. 

“Men call me the leader of this band,” she 
began slowly. “As a matter of fact, lama 
figurehead. De Bariz is the real leader, but 
it serves us all better that I should seem to 
be, for men follow a woman more loyally 
than they will follow a man.” Then she 
looked up at me. “Meanwhile, you are won- 
dering why I should tell you all this. It is 
because I still have need of you. I have 
need of one who is without fear, whom I can 
trust. Perhaps you are such a one. Two 
years ago when I first joined these men, I 
was alone and friendless. And even today 
I find myself just as lonely, just as friend- 
less, and infinitely more in need of aid.” 

I wondered how much of all this I should 
believe. 

“How did you come to join this band, 
senorita ?” 


Y FORCE of life and circumstances. 
My father before me was a jewel 
smuggler. All my life I have been an enemy 
of the law. I was taught that the law was 
my natural enemy and it has been. The men 
and women of my world are those whom 
the law is pleased to call criminals. It is not 
that I regret. Indeed, I do not, but I am 
in danger, for this beast, de Bariz, has been 
pleased to favor me with his attentions. I 
do not love him. I do not love any man. 
But each day he becomes more unbearable 
and—oh, perhaps I am losing my courage. 
“But I do not choose to do anything that 
will break up the unity of the band. That 
would mean the end. Neither do I choose 
to become either wife or mistress to de 
Bariz, and I think he is planning something. 
I can’t tell what but I am afraid. I want 
you to be here to help me, if you will, if 
ever the time shall come when I cannot help 
myself.” 
Then in a kind of mute supplication, she 
looked up at me and my heart went out to 


| that lonely little creature who did not know 


which way to turn. 

“If the senorita could arrange that I stay 
here,” I answered a little hesitantly, “per- 
haps on the pretense that she wants me for 
this gathering of the agents.” 

“I could do that easily. And you will help 
me ?” 

I found myself standing beside her. I had 
taken her hand. I was about to speak when 
a low laugh rose from among the palms and 


| de Bariz came toward us. He must have 


been too far away to have heard our words, 
but as I dropped the girl’s hand and faced 
him, he walked over toward me, and very 
deliberately tapped me on the chest with his 
forefinger. 

“Senor,” he said with a little sneer, “there 
is a saying in this band of ours, that all my 
enemies are dead. So if you love life, do not 
be overfriendly with our little senorita.” 

He turned on his head and walked away 
without so much as looking in her direction. 


ATURDAY was long in coming. 

A As the week drew on the very air grew 
tense with suppressed excitement and by 
Saturday the expectant stir had communi- 
cated itself even to the peons. For myself, 
I kept apart from both de Bariz and the 
senorita, for, after all, I was on none too 
firm ground. 

All morning horsemen in twos, threes, and 
singly came riding up to the hacienda until 
toward late afternoon at least twenty had 
arrived. I caught furtive glimpses of them 
from my shelter among the palms and my 
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own excitement grew as, here and there 
among them, I recognized some of the most 
notorious smugglers and specialized criminals 
in this, or any other country. On the heads 
of several, rewards were offered that would 
have equalled a '‘\.c’s ransom. 

Five I had neve: seen and two of these, | 
learned later, were trusted members of the 
United States Customs. But each one that 
recognized was an old hand at crime, nearl\ 
every one wanted by the police in one place 
or another. 

A great scoop if it succeeded! A round- 
up that would ring from coast to coast and 
better still, would serve for a long time to 
dampen the activities of many a smuggler 
band. 

Yet in spite of all, my heart sank as the 
day waned and always between me and the 
thrill of victory was the calm, untroubled 
face of that girl. She had trusted me and | 
was condemning her to long, bitter years 
of imprisonment just as surely as if I were 
the judge who would so shortly have to 
pronounce sentence upon her. 

Perhaps she was twenty-two, perhaps a 
little more. She would be an old, broken 
woman when again she saw the sunlight of 
the outside world and felt the winds of free- 
dom on her face. Then I tried to harden 
my heart with memories of the sinister traf 
fic that had been hers. Opium, cocaine, mor- 
phine—the road to ruin for many a soul was 
strewn with these 

“We are natural enemies, she and I,” I 
kept telling myself fiercely. “We speak a 
different language, live in different worlds 
and her gods are not my gods. My mission 
in life is to destroy the very thing she rep- 
resents.” 

And if not the leader, she was at least 
a willing disciple. It was she who first taught 
them to keep the Great Book. It was she 
who had arranged the meetings of the agents 
for better planning of new deviltries. Let 
her go to jail 

I told myself all this, but always I could 
see her eyes, feel their unspoken reproach 
“T trusted you,” and I was not happy. Once 
as the afternoon wore on,I heard her voice and 
de Bariz’ raised in anger. I caught her words. 

“You can drive me too far.” 


N HER voice was a hunted, frightened 
note and crossing the patio I walked to- 

ward them. The girl’s eyes as they met 
mine held a look of thanks, but the 
Spaniard’s eyes were ominous. 

“What can we do for you, senor?” he 
asked in a voice that snarled in spite of him- 
self. 

I smiled quietly. “I came to ask ten min- 
utes of the senorita’s time concerning the 
mission on which I go tomorrow.” 

He turned toward her. “What mission 
are you sending him on now?” 

“Something,” she replied, “quite private 
Something I need not trouble you with.” 

He rose and bowing, sauntered toward the 
hacienda. But as he turned, I caught his 
coldly venomous glare and I knew I had 
made an enemy. The girl only laughed as 
he disappeared from view. 

“He knew you were lying, but it was good 
of you to interrupt. He grows intolerable 
that cochino. Sit down and talk to me for 
a little while.” 

And then because I wanted to say so very 
many things, I found myself with no way) 
to begin what would probably be my last 
words in friendship with this girl. At last 
I blurted out: 

“Senorita, why do you choose this life of 
danger and little gain?” 

“Why do you?” 

“That is different. I had little to lose 
and for me, what does it matter? But you 
have beauty; you have brains and talent 
You might put them to more profitable use 
than in this game which all men know is the 
most difficult in life.” 
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She stiffened a little. “I think I told you 
all this once. Why do you question me 
again?” 

“Perhaps because now more than ever I 
wish it were otherwise. Perhaps because I 
scent danger. And most of all because I 
should give very much to keep danger away 
from you.” 

“Is not that presuming?” 

“A little. But it is presuming only be- 
cause—” 

“T know. 
kind.” 

She smiled and very lightly touched my 
hand. “Yes, you do wish to be kind, but 
in this life I am afraid we must go our own 
ways.” 

That, then, was the end. 
more. 

But as I rose, she did a very unexpected 
thing, something I shall always remember, 
something which will thrill me to my dying 
day. For in sudden impulse she put both 
hands on my shoulders and looking up at 
me with eyes that for a brief moment were 
softer than before, she whispered, “Some- 
times I wish—” A sob caught her; she kissed 
me full on the lips and, turning, fled across 
the patio. 


It is because you wish to be 


I could do no 


USK fell, and as the meeting hour drew 

near the big central hall of the haci- 
enda was lighted with innumerable candles. 
Through the windows I watched them, those 
smuggler agents, felons, gunmen, disloyal of- 
ficials, the very aristocracy of the under- 
world. They moved about smiling, talking, 
and at last de Bariz tapped on the table 
for attention. The girl passed in front of 
the lighted window bearing the Great Book 
in her arms and laid it on the table before 
de Bariz. 

I looked anxiously out toward the desert. 
Twice I thought I could make out the 
shadowy forms of men beyond the tall iron 
grating among the mesquite and the low 
palms. Then the low hoot of a desert owl 
sounded from nearby. Walking down the 
pathway, I very cautiously unbarred the 
gate. 

Night had come. One of those perfect 
desert nights, breathless and still except for 
little vagrant puffs of wind that rustled in 
the palms and brought to me the heavy 
odor of jasmine. For a little time I stood 
motionless beneath the stars caught by the 
great wonder of it all. Caught with admira- 
tion at the exquisite beauty of a world 
wherein only men seemed unlovely and in- 
adequate. And it came to me standing there 
that another act was drawing to a close, an- 
other act in that eternal drama between law 
and the lawless, between society and the 
enemies of society. This time law and the 
right had won. 

Yet I took little joy in it. For once again 
it came over me like an intolerable pain 
that this slender girl who stood just beyond 
me, smiling in that circle of light, was, be- 
cause of what I had done, spending her last 
free night on earth. I could no longer deny 
that my heart was in her keeping and only 
a grim sense of duty in which I found scant 
comfort was forcing me on. I still had time 
to warn her but I forced myself to stay 
where I was. 

From my refuge among the palms I turned 
to see innumerable shadowy figures crouch- 
ing, swiftly advancing, silently surrounding 
the gleaming, unsuspecting hacienda. It 
seemed alive to me, that patio, with men 
whose hands grasped short, murderous-look- 
ing automatics that gleamed faintly in the 


starlight. Then the crash of glass, a shot, 
and a shout and the silent night was shat- 
tered into a hell of fury. 

And in that instant all my indecision van- 
ished. I remembered crying out, running for- 
ward, pushing men from me, forcing my way 
into the center of the room and, at last, 
catching sight of the girl. She was still 
standing by the table. One hand rested on 
the Great Book. The other was stretched 
straight out before her as if to ward off a 
blow. Her eyes, in the candlelight, seemed 
to glow like live coals. She stood as rigidly 
as a statue. 


I battled toward her. I remember how 


for a second de Bariz’ face loomed in my | 


path, then went down beneath a volley of 
blows. At last I reached her, caught her up 
in my arms and leaped through the further 
window. Outside in the concealing dark- 


ness of the night I stopped and listened. No | 


sound outside. Keeping in the shadow of 
the palms, I ran the length of the long drive- 


way and as we neared the guarded gate, I | 


stood her on her feet. 

“You must go,” I began. “I can get you 
by the guards. But promise me—” 

A powerful searchlight flooded us and, 


turning, I found myself face to face with | 


the Commandante of Police. But it wasn’t 
at me he was looking. Instead his eyes, 
filled with mingled pleasure and surprise, 
were fixed on the girl’s pale face. Then his 
hat touched the dust in a courtly Spanish 
gesture. 

“But, senorita,” he said, “a year ago you 
told me you were leaving this case. I never 
knew—” 

“You were not to know. No one was to 
know.” Her words were edged with dis- 
pleasure. “And by whose authority is this 
interference? It might have spoiled every- 
thing.” 


Helplessly the big, grizzled warrior looked | 


from her to me. “But this senor. It is with 
him I arranged the capture.” 

She turned with a quick gasp of surprise, 
“You?” 

Then she laughed and for the first time I 
caught a note of true happiness in her voice. 
“And all the time I thought you were a 
thief. That’s why I delayed ordering a 
raid.” Her voice dropped. “I didn’t want 
you to be taken—but you're wondering about 
me. Two years ago I was sent out here by 
the Department of Justice at the request of 
the Mexican government.” Again she looked 
up at me. “If you only knew how happy I 
am you're not one of them.” 

But I couldn’t answer. I felt as if the 
whole load of the world’s unhappiness had 
been lifted from my own shoulders and then, 
at last, I found my voice. 

“Thank God, we were both wrong.” 


JELL, that’s really all there is to the 
story, or all that need be told. When the 
case came up for trial, surprise arose in more 
than one quarter that the girl leader didn’t 
appear among the prisoners. Nothing was 
said about her, for they had asked us back 
in Washington to keep her identity secret. I 
had been seen carrying her from the room 
that night, so gradually the tale grew that 
I had helped her escape, and, as I say, that 
tale has spread. Now you can judge for 
yourself. 
For I’m not entirely guiltless. 


Perhaps I 


would have let her escape, but the important | 


thing is—I didn’t. And more important still, 
I hope to arrange it next month so that she 
never will escape. 

That’s why I want this straightened out. 


muld a girl who really cared for a man try to make him live on her 
father’s money at the cost of his self-respect? 


I] was so used to having 


my own way, I thought I could even do that, but I'll tell you in March SMART 
Set how I nearly lost a lifetime of happiness because I was “Spoiled” 


103 


Kindly Print Name and Address 


(de crippled girl 
who became 
the worlds most 


perfectly formed 
woman 


Own Story 


ANY people will be 
surprised to hear 
that as a child I 


was 80 deformed as to be prac- 
tically a cripple. The world 
knows me today as “the most 
perfectly formed woman,” and 
it is natural to assume that I 
have always been fortunate 
enough to possess a sym- 
metrical body. 

Quite the opposite is true 
however. I was formerly so 
weak, so puny as to be an 
invalid. I was bow-legged to 
an extreme degree; I could 
neither stand nor walk without 
iron braces which I wore con- 
stantly. No one ever dreamed 
that someday I would become 
famous for the perfect pro- 
portions of my figure. No one 
ever thought I would become 
the champion woman swimmer 
of the world. Yet that is 
exactly what has happened. 

I relate these incidents of 
my early life simply to show 
that no woman need be discour- 
aged with her figure, her health 
or her complexion. The truth 
is tens of thousands of tired, sickly, overweight or 
underweight women have already proved that a per- 
fect figure and radiant health can be acquired in only 
fifteen minutes a day, through the same methods that 
I myself used. 

I invite any woman who is interested to write to 
me. I will gladly prove to you in 10 days that you 
ean learn to acquire the body beautiful, how to 
make your complexion rosy from the inside, instead 
of from the outside, how to freshen and brighten 
and clarify a muddy, sallow, pimply face, how to 
stand and walk gracefully, how to add or remove 
weight at any part of the body; hips, bust, arms, 
shoulders, chin, limbs, waist, abdomen; how to be 
full of health, strength and energy so that you can 
enjoy life to the utmost, how to be free from colds, 
headaches, neuralgia, nervousness, constipation, 
weak back, and the many other ailments due to 
physical inefficiency; in short, how to acquire perfect 
womanhood. 

Just mail me the coupon below or write a letter 
and I will send you at once my interesting, illustrated 
new book, ““‘The Body Beautiful."’ I will also explain 
about my special Demonstration Offer. All this 
costs you nothing and may show you the way to be- 
come a stronger, healthier, more graceful and more 
beautiful woman, as it has already done for so many 
others. Just send the coupon or letter now. _ Do. this 
at once, before my present supply of free books is 
exhausted. Address, Annette Kellermann, Suite 402, 
225 West 39th Street, New York City 


Annette Kellermann, Suite 402 
225 West 39th Street, New York City 


Dear Miss Kellermann: Please send me, entirely free 
of cost, your new book, “The Body Beautiful.” I 
am particularly interested in UO Reducing Weight. 
©) Body Building. 
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Very Special Offer! 
DELFIN, INC., Dept. 459 
South Orange, New Jersey 

Send me WITHOUT CHARGE, as 
fer tube of DELFIN Ma 


ar 
jorant (this sells regularly 

supply of Skin Tonk ° 4 he dollar 
package of NU-ART for which | enclose $1.00. 
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Learn:to: Draw 


THIS 


atHome 


3100 « weet 


ThisTestedWay 


Trained artists earn from $50 to over $250 a week 
demand right now for good art work 

nes, newspapers, advertisers, printing houses, ete 

an artist hrough this sim ple tested 

rht at home nm spare time Learn Illus- 

Designing and Comr cal Drawing Actual 

fun learning this way Personal correction by expe- 


tors. Learn to draw and 


rienced commercial art instruc 
earn big money 


Send for FREE BOOK 


a new book which describes the latest 


Just printed 
7 and wonderful opportunities in Commer- 


lopments 


Art and gives full details of this simplified method 
o! learning to draw Tells all about our students—their 
successes——what they say actual reproductions of their 


and how many earned big money even while learn- 
Write for this Free Book and details of our Attrac- 
» Offer to New Students. Mail post card or letter now 

ate age and if Mr., Mrs. or Miss. No obligation. (No 
salesman will call.) 


WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART, Inc. 


Room 962-F 1115—15th St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 
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Mama, How Could You! 


{Continued from page 35] 


him outdoors if I have to drag him out. 

Well, Mama promised, and the next 
time Reed comes we'll have a little privacy. 
No man feels like loosening up with a girl 
with her mother always in the room! 

I want to talk to Reed about a lot of 
things I don’t feel free to do with Mama 
there: my poetry, and his ideas on love, 
and—. Well, you know how comfortable that 
davenport of ours is! I think Reed would 
like nothing better than to hold me in his 
arms; he has looked at me a lot of times 
with a strange light in his eyes and I'd al- 
most swear he’s in love with me but don’t 
dare say so. 

By the way, when he left the other night 
I walked out to the porch with him to say 
good night, and he was very thoughtful. 
Do you know, I think he’s just about come 
to the end of his rope from loneliness and 
is ready to marry and end his bachelor 
state. He'd make a peach of a husband; 
he’s handsome and intelligent and has a fine 
As head of the agency he must pull 
down ten thousand a year. And he’s got 
such a nice way about him; Mr. Martin, 
the president, leaves everything to him. 
Well, as I said, we'll have more privacy 
now, and I'll let you know what happens. 
Bye! 


sO 


Betty. 


Monday night. 
After a rather 
dumb evening. 
Dear Angie: 
Reed called tonight and we had the house 
to ourselves. It seemed to surprise him. 
“Mama has gone over to Mrs. Hilker’s,” 
I told him. 
“Didn’t she know I was coming?” he 
asked. 


TOLD him yes, but he didn’t seem to 
appreciate the advantages of the situation. 
smoked a lot of cigarettes but didn’t 
very much. Then I struck him about 
writing copy in the agency. Reed has seen 
all my poems now; I've held nothing back 
and I think he was impressed by the fact 
that I wanted to do something, that I wasn’t 
content to be a mere stenographer. Reed’s 
the kind of a man who would want his wife 
to do something, to be somebody, to have 


He 


Say 


some career or interest in life more than 
just sitting around the house dusting and 
answering door-bells 

When I struck him about writing ad- 


vertising copy he said that he'd give me a 
chance but that, first, I ought to go out on 
some of the investigation work. I got him 
to promise to let me start on that right 
away, and I'll let you know all the details 
in due time. 


But in another way the evening was a 
total loss. He never made an effort to kiss 
me. And when I think of how I used to 


have to fight off Jerry Andrews when he 
started kissing me good night at eleven and 
was still trying to make it work forty-five 
minutes later! Reed Tatham is different 
from most men, and Jerry is so very young. 
Frightfully. I rather like Reed for being 


different, I guess. Bye! 
Betty. 
Friday night 
and rather 
depressed. 
Dear Angie: 
Reed is disgusting! We had the whole 


house to ourselves again tonight, and there 
we were, alone in the living room, but for 
all the good it did the davenport might just 
as well have been ten miles long with him 
on one end and me on the other! We just 
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sat there like bumps on a log and Reed 
didn’t have much to say. 

Things have been going on like that for 
two weeks now. I'll be glad when this win- 
ter is over. 

Wait till spring comes! You see if I don’t 
get him outside. 

He won't have the excuse that the 
weather’s too unpleasant to go anywhere. 
I don’t even feel like writing poetry. It’s 
only eleven o'clock. Reed went home at 
ten-fifteen, an unheard of hour! There’s 
the front door now; that’s Mama coming 
back from Mrs. Hilker’s across the street 
If I had anything more to tell you, Angie, 
I'd do it, but lacking which I guess I'll call 


it a night and say, more anon. Bye! 
Betty. 
Thursday night 
very blue! 
Dear Angie, who has probably wondered 
what has happened to my prolific pen 
Well, for one thing, I haven't turned my 
hand to a line of poetry in a month! Can 
you imagine what that means to me? I 


don’t even get a kick out of thinking about 
poetry. It’s all on account of Reed and the 
way he has acted. Two whole weeks have 
gone by and he hasn’t made an effort to 
come and see me. And this after all the 
trouble I went to to arrange things so I could 
chase Mama off the scene whenever it was 
desirable. 

Of course, I see him in the office, and 
he’s pleasant enough but what does that 
amount to? He may think I’m going to 
get down on my knees and beg him to come 
over, but he’s greatly mistaken. I’ve never 
had to do that with a man yet. 

I'm going to make this short tonight be- 
cause I've got a headache. Splitting! More 
anon maybe. 


Betty. 
Wednesday. 
Dear Angie: 

Well, spring has come at last! I went 
to business today with only a light sport 
coat on. And tonight, when it would be 
lovely to be out walking, I’m alone in my 
room writing to you, and Mama is down 
stairs pasting her “Ex Libris” into some 


new books, and I haven’t the slightest idea 
where Reed Tatham is. He hasn't been 
near the house in ages! 

Jerry Andrews stopped me on the street 
today and said: “Hello, stranger! Remem 
ber me?” He wanted to make a date with 
me for tonight. Imagine! But I wouldn't 
let him. “Jerry,” I said, “you're so fright 
fully young.” 

“I wasn’t too young six months ago, and 
the dates on the calendar don’t move back- 
wards.” 

Well, here 
to think how 


I am all alone tonight. And 
all winter Reed Tatham prac 


tically made this his home. I startled 
Mama by asking her if she had done any 
thing to offend him, but she said no, she 


couldn’t account for it, unless he was bus) 
and working nights. 

Of course, some nights he does work, for 
I went past the agency the other evening 
and saw a light in his office, and if I hadn't 
been with Mama on the way to the movies 
I think I would have run up to see what 
he was doing. 

Betty. 


Saturday. 
Dear Angie: 
Just a line to give you this copy of a 
poem I have just written, the first in a couple 
months. 
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A YEAR TO PAY 
All Transactions 
Strictly Confidential 
10 Days FREE Trial 


Send only $1 with order, and 
your choice comes 4 ou_par- 
jays 


4 DIAMONDS 
4 SAPPHIRES 
BA1 — Special offer in lady's 

wrist watch; solid 14 Kt. white 


res; 16 jewel guaran- 


teed movement 

$3.15 a month $39.75 

FREE 
of Gems" 

Thousands of evepial values in 

genuine diamon watches 


only 
$1 delivers; after free 
trial pay balance in 12 eq 
‘anteed or your money 


Royal terms make buying easy 


and “inustrated 
Aduits only — write now 
for your copy. 


NO RED TAPE 
NO INTEREST 


BA3— Newest mode! Waltham or Elgin nationally fa- 
strap watch. 20 year warranted green 


gold filled case; radium dial; guaranteed 
time-keeper. $1.87 a month Specially priced $24.50 


TCH CO. 


RESS DEPT.1912. 


BROADWAY NY. 


is bow more than ever the key- 
both in social 
Improve your 
personal appearance by using 
the new patent “‘Lim-Straitner,” 
Model 18. Corrects now Bow 
and Knock-kneed legs safely, 
quickly and permanently, at 
home. No costly operation or 
discomfort. Is worn at night 
Easy to adjust; its result will 
save you soon from further hu- 
miliation and will improve your 
personal appearance 100 per cent. Write today for c opy- 
righted Physiological and Anatomical book and experi- 
ence of others without obligation. Enclose a pm for 


stage 
Mt TRILETY, SPECIALIST Dept. 1581L, Binghamton, N. Y. 


famous nee tailored 


to-measureall-wool suits | 
| Dear Angie: 


at $23.50. Commissions Paid 

inadvance, Striking leath.¢ 

er brief case containing 100 
large samples furnished other 
equally remarkable values at $29.50 'e: 
and $34.50. We train theinexperienced. 
Men with determination and w —_ 
ness to work for success write for this 
big money making opportunity, today. 


P Pioneer Tailoring Co.. Congress & Throop Sts. Dept. 01196, Chicage 


BUCHSTEIN’S FIBRE LIMB | 


s soothing to your stump—strong, | 
cool, neat, light. Guaranteed 5 
years Easy payments. 
Send for catalog today. | 


Also fibre arms and 
braces for all deformities. 


W. BUCHSTEIN CO., 610 Third Ave., South Minneapolis, Mina. | 


AVIATION F R E 12 


Information 


Send ws your mame and address for full information re- 
garding the Aviation and Airplane business. Find out 
about the many great opportunities now open and how 
we prepare you at home, during spare time, to qualify. 
Our new - Opportunities in the Airplane Industry 
also sent free if you answer at once. 
AMERICAN SCHOOL OF AVIATION 
Dept. 3182 3601 Michigan Ave. CHICAGO | 


BITTERNESS. 
Green may be the grass, 
| Flowers may bloom, 
| But in my heart 
Is only the gloom 
Of perished, ghastly things 
And remembrances of man 
Poisoning Spring. 
Betty. 
Thursday 
In the office 


during lunch hour. 


Dear Angie, though you owe me a letter: 
I've had a hectic week both emotionally 
}and physically. I've walked miles, 


town about what kind of 
You see, one of 
manufacturer 


lying streets of 
| shoes they wear and why. 
}our accounts is a big shoe 


| who wants to put on an advertising cam- 
|paign for a special kind of sensible, com- 
fortable shoe, one that is easy on people 


with foot trouble. 

So I have to go about knocking on doors 
and asking women if they have bunions or 
corns and a lot of questions like that. It 


was Reed’s idea, sending me out as an in- 
vestigator before he'll let me write any 
copy, and it makes me sore to think that 
after all the poems I’ve written he still 
thinks there’s any doubt about my ability 
to turn out good advertising copy. But 
men are funny. Some of my poems really | 


possess that rare quality known as beauty. 
And here is Reed sending me out on bun- 
ions ! 

I could endure that if I understood Reed 
in other ways. You know what I mean, 
his keeping away from the house so long. 
I just couldn’t stand it any longer, so this 
morning I went into his office and told him 
what I thought of his strange behavior, and 
jthat if he had anything on his chest now 
|was the time to get it off. But he said 
there was nothing. 

So I said: 

“Mama and I want you to come over 
|}to dinner tonight. We live in the same 
| house, two doors from the corner.’ 

At that he smiled. He has the nicest 
;smile you ever saw. And he said he’d 
| come. 


|| So tonight, along about midnight, I may 


have another letter to write you. I’m go- 


ing to have an understanding 


tonight, one that goes right io the depths 
of things. You wait and see. Bye! 
Betty. 


Thursday evening 
after dinner. 


I told you I might write you another let- 


| No Special 


simply | 
miles, interviewing housewives in all the out- 


with Reed | 


ter today, vut I scarcely know where to 
begin. Have you ever been through an ex- 
perience that left you so shattered that it) 


seemed as if the world had been knocked 
apart, as if by some vast cosmic explosion, 
|and you couldn't find all the fragments and 
piece them together again? Well, that’s 
my situation as I sit here trying to think 
what comes first. 

First, I spent the afternoon in the Slavish 
district. As I look back on it even that 
seems like a nightmare. I had to go from 
house to house and lots of them couldn't 
speak English, asking Poles and Slavs and 


| Lithuanians about their bunions, poking into 


rooms and stumbling over children 
some of the most vicious look- 
ing men I ever saw. It made me mad when 
I thought of how Reed had made me do 
this and right after I had invited him over 
to dinner tonight. As luck would have it, 
I got into a fight with one woman who be- 
gan to rave at me in a foreign language 
and push me off her porch. 
my dress and my hat was a mess. 
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Women...Girls 
to Decorate 


Giftwares 


Ability Needed 


This is the wonderfully interest- 
ing eccupation that it is now pos- 
sible for you to enter through the 
instruction of Fireside Industries. 
The work pays exceptionally well. 
There is no canvassing, no 
monotonous drudgery. Many say 
they never dreamed that such a 
wonderful way of earning money 
at home existed. New system of 
instruction devised by M. Gabriel 
Andre Petit makes the work so 
easy that almost any one can doit. 


Fascinating Home Work 


Can you imagine anything so 
fascinating as rating Gift- 
wares at home? Could any other 
kind of work be so pleasant as ap- 
plying beautiful designs in colors 
to such artistic objects as candle- 
sticks, wooden toys, parchment 
lamp shades, wall plaques, pic- 
ture frames, sewing tables, gate- 
leg tables. Then there are greet- 
ing cards to be colored, and 
cushion tops, and other textile 
articles to be decorated in Batik, 
and fascinating objects of copper 
and brass to be etched in beauti- 
ful designs 
y women do this work 
“ly for pleasure, but it is also 
a splendid way to make money 
at home, for there is a tremendous demand for these 
giftwares 


Satisfaction Assured 


Fireside Industries assures entire satisfaction to each of 
its members. If, after completing your instruction, you 
are not entirely pleased and satisfied, your money will be 
refunded in full. You have only to follow the directions 
and it is amazing to see what beautiful things you can 
make. Think of earning $2.00 in just one hour, for 
example, by decorating a pair of candlesticks! De you 
wonder that members of Fireside Industries are 80 
enthusiastic about the work? 


BEAUTIFUL F R E. EF 


BOOK SENT 


The beautiful Book of Fireside Industries, illustrated in 
color, which explains all about this new way to earn 
money at home, will be sent to you on request. Read how 
women earn money and beautify their homes and their 
lives. Just like a dream come true. Wonderful outfit fur- 
nished without extra charge. Simply mail coupon, or 
write, enclosing 2c stamp to help pay postage 


FIRESIDE INDUSTRIES 


M. Gabriel Andre Petit 
Ant Director 


Dept. 69-B Adrian, Michigan 

Pp 

; FIRESIDE INDUSTRIES, Dept. 69-B, Adrian, Mich. 5 

1 . Please send me, FREE, the beautiful Book of Fire- I 
side Industries, explaining how I may earn money at § 

| home by decorating Giftwares. I enclose 2c stamp. § 
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The Secret of 
LOVELY EYES 


“Twin pools of limpid beauty"’ can ALWAYS be yours 
—every day, every night—if you will simply make Dr. 
Thompson's Eye Water part of your daily toilet. This 
famous lotion immediately soothes tired muscles and 
tissues, relieves redness and inflammation, overcomes 
granulated lids, brings snowy whiteness to the cornea, 
and makes pupil and iris glow with youth. Used by gen- 
erations of women who know the power of lovely eyes. 
Recommended everywhere. At most good druggists, 
or send only 35c. for 50 treatments. 

Joho L. Thompson Sons & Co. 163 River Street, Troy, N.Y. 


DR. ISAAC THOMPSON’S 
FAMOUS EYE WATER. 
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reliability 


| Oh, 


| had 


started back home, 
wanting the whole 


It was dark when I 
and I was glad, not 
town to see what a wreck I looked, and I 
was furious and ready to tell Reed what I 
thought of him. I was so tired I thought 
I'd just lie down on the davenport in the 
living room for a while before | even went 


up to my room and then I saw Reed and 
Mama and | stopped in my tracks. What 
do you suppose they were doing? Reed was 


and kissing her! 
as long as I 


in his arms 
that scene 


holding Mama 
I'll never forget 


live. It was such a shock to me. 

I heard everything they said. He called 
her “Olive,” by her first name, and “dear,” 
and she was stroking his hair and kissing 


him back just as often as he kissed her. 

Well, you can imagine how sickening the 
whole thing was to me! I had been furious 
to begin with, coming home after that Slav 
woman had knocked me down, and then 
to come on this, why, it made me tremble 
with rage. 

“So that’s why you haven't been coming 
to see me?” I said to Reed, and he let go 
of Mama and looked guilty. “You and 
she have been meeting outside, I suppose. 
I'm ashamed of you, Mama,” I told her, 
“carrying on a clandestine affair with Reed. 
how could you be so deceitful?” 

Mama tried to say something and then 
began to cry, and Reed came over, his face 
terribly white, and told me not to insult 
my mother, that this was the first time he 
seen her, except accidentally on the 
street, since he was here the last time, and 
that the reason he hadn’t been coming to 
the house was because I had sent her away 
every time he came. 

“I didn’t come here to see 
he said, just as cruel as that, 
your mother!’ 


you, Betty.” 
“but to see 


I began to cry. I have to admit it, 
Angie, but it was only because 1 was so 
lurious. 

“You may think this is a blow to my 
vanity,” I told him, “but it isn’t.” 

“There, there, Betty,” put in Mama, try- 
ing to console me. 


I told her. 
If you 
love 


ON’T you patronize me,” 
“I can look out for myself 
two want to engage in a_ backdoor 
affair, just let me know, that’s all.” 
I didn’t get any farther because Reed in- 
terrupted. 
“Betty, I’m in love with your mother.” 
At that I shrieked. 


“And I've just asked her to marry me,” 
he said, “and she’s going to. Are you glad?” 

You could have knocked me over with a 
feather. 

“Marry Mama!” I said, and just stared 
at them while they gave each other a sappy 
look. “You mean you're going to be my 
stepfather?” I sank into the nearest chair. 
It was too funny for words. 

“Don’t you think you can get used to it?” 
Reed asked. 

“IT don’t know. It’s like an earthquake.” 

“After all,” he said, “your mother and I 
are almost the same age, and we have a lot 
in common, and I'm sure we'll be very happy. 
The only thing that may be difficult at first 
is to adjust yourself to the situation.” 


ELL, we got through dinner somehow. 


and then we sat around trying to “ad- 
just ourselves,” as Reed said. At first I 
thought it was going to be impossible. Then 


as I began to think it over more coolly, I 
came to the conclusion that it might not be 
so bad after all. It’s better than if Mama 
married a total stranger and breught a step- 
father into the house that was an unknown 
quantity. You know what I mean. Reed 
is a nice man, and if he doesn’t give me a 
better job in the agency now I'll certainly 


know the reason why! No more bunions 
for me! 
Just as I came to that conclusion the 


telephone rang and there was Jerry Andrews 
again. 

“How about going to a movie with me 
tonight? I still know where the darkest 
seats are, and nobody has sat there with me 
since you became such a recluse.” 

Well, you know Jerry’s a darn nice kid. 
I once had a great case on him, and believe 
I could again, even if he is so frightfully 
young. Of course, Reed Tatham doesn’t 
seem so much older than I am right now 
but oh, Angie, in ten years! Those places 
where his temples keep growing bigger and 
bigger will be all part of the same bald 
head! I bet I'll be calling him “Daddy” 
yet. 

As soon as Jerry hung up the receiver I 
dashed upstairs to finish this letter to you. 
Jerry will be here in a few minutes to take 
me to the movies and I’m so excited. I'm 
getting a real thrill just waiting for him. 
I wouldn’t be surprised, now that Mamma 
is going to marry again, ifi— There is Jerry 
now! Must close at once! Love. In a 
hurry. Bye! Betty. 


oes a girl who has been kissed and kissed and kissed again ever regret 
it? “Does there come a time when she'd give anything to be different 
from other modem girls in that respect? In March SMART SET I'll tell you 


how “@Ghe Enchanted Kiss” 


wiped out the memory of all the others and 


taught me what kind of a girl I really was 


Crucible 


of Youth 


[Continued from page 71] 


tioning frown across the supper table. 
It darkened to a heavy scowl of puzzled 
suspicion as he noted the haste with which 
his father finished the meal and fled to his 
barricade behind the evening paper. 


N HIS blind rush through the labyrinth of 
modern adolescence, Paul had unwittingly 
squeezed himself into an uncomfortably tight 
corner with Fritzie Wentgill. When he 
stepped into the sudden sunshine of his 
happy-go-lucky new companionship, he was 
loath to think of the sinister shadows cast 
by the Wentgill floor lamp just before Fritzie 
reached over and pulled it out. Gradually 
and very gently he “ditched” her, or thought 
he did 
106 


He was overjoyed with a feeling of hav- 
ing a weight lifted from his nattily-clad 
shoulders. He became overfoolish. He be- 
gan to affect large, soft, bow ties instead of 
virile and vivid four-in-hands. His face fell 
into the brainless, eager, happy look of a 
boy who is lightly flirting with, instead of 
desperately wrestling with, the glorious job 
of being young. By the time the late in- 
frequent snows put the Play Boy in the 
garage and brought out in its place the Van 
Arsdale second limousine, Paul was the best 
in the crowd at finding side-splitting op- 
portunities for shouting: “Who flang ‘at 
turnip ?”—the newest catch-phrase, acquired 
from an outraged vegetable man. 

He began to get a reputation for cartoon- 


Learn at Home 

INTERIOR 


BELOW REGULAR 


FACTORY 


Never has the good, old-fashioned American dollar bought so 
much in fine furniture. This suite alone would cost you $90 any- 
where else, and theonly reason we can offer you this suite actually 
cause we took over the entire output of 
a manufacturer in urgent need of cash. Our good fortune is your 
good fortune. You know the increasing popularity of velour liv- 
ing room furniture—everyone demands velour suites nowadays. 
This one is not only an exquisitely beautiful suite for the living 
room, but a full-size comfortable double bed is embodied in the 


below factory cost is 


Davenport 
Quickly Converted 
into a Full-size 


Double Bed 


New, brand new .. . this 3-piece Velour 
Bed Davenport Suite of costly design below 
regular factory cost! An astounding offer! 
And with it we give you, at no extra charge, 
this stunning floor lamp of very latest style. 


davenport, which is concealed and out of way when not in use. 
A living room and bedroom suite combined. Just like having 
another room—a spare bed room for unexpected guests. 
You can actually own this suite and the lamp, have them 
right in your own home, in use, in no time—just send $1 with 
order today. And better still: you can have them on 30 days 
FREE trial. You are sole judge of the value. If you do not be- 
lieve this the greatest bargain ever, return suite and lamp and 
we will refund your $1 and transportation charges both ways. 


| Gorgeous 
lampstands 
63 in, high. 
Pedestal 
finished in 
dullantique 
gold and 
gold stippling 
(hammered 
effect) with 
ebony black 
bands. The 6 
panel oval 
shade is lus- 
trous shirred 
blue georg- 
ette over rose 
sateen. Regu- 
lar $15 value. 


BUILT TO LAST FOR YEARS 


Construction of this suite throughout is 
especially sturdy. Strongly made, attrac- 
tive frames are of selected and seasoned 
hardwood, finely finished in rich brown 
mahogany. Covering is an excellent grade 
of figured velour in a beautiful blue and 
taupe pattern that will harmonize with 
any furnishings. Suite is upholstered 
throughout with an abundance of finest, 
sanitary materials, overlaid with pure cot- 


Size of bed section 72 inches by 48 inches 
open. Width of davenport overall 54 inches. 
Rocker and arm chair 28 inches wide over- 
all, height of backs from seat 20 inches. 
Just the right proportions to insure com- 
plete comfort and restfulness. 


Take a Year to Pay 
Mail the coupon with $1 today. We will send 
this 3-piece Velour Bed Davenport Suite and 
give you this artistic lamp. Use everything for 


ton batts. Strong, helical coil springs, in 30 days as if it were your own. Then if you are 

the seat of each piece, prevent sagging not convinced of their worth, return these arti- 

and add to the comfort. Davenport has 18 cles. We will refund your first payment and 

springs in seat while rocker and arm chair transportation charges both ways. You risk 

have 9 each. All in all, this suite is built (g0%'ne. wa gas, 3-Plece Brown 

to last many years. b A Mahogany Suite, Blue and Taupe 

The davenport opens with a single easy Velour covering, and Gift Lamp, Sale 

motion into a restful, full-size bed for two Price only $$9.95. Terms $1 with order, 

people. Youdo notsleeponthe upholstery, $4-75 monthly. 

the bed compartment has its own link fab- 

ric spring. During the day bedding is out : 

of sight —concealed in davenport interior. President ~ 
Home Furnishers to PITTSBUR 

the People of America ar&éCo< PA. 
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Send for Big FREE Book 


This book is filled from cover tocover 
with household treasures—bargains all 
of them—sold on easy payments—sent 
on 30 days’ FREE trial—every purchase 
backed by a gold bond guarantee. There 
are wonderful bargains in furniture, 
rugs, curtains, stoves and everything 
for the home. Sent to you without obli- 
gation to buy. Mail coupon today. 
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Now the 


Party 
Can Start 


The crowd's all here. Everybody's ready, and now 
that Charlie has come, the fun will soon be fast and 


furious. One of the girls can play accompaniments, 
but for real “hot” foot-tingling music they n 
Charlie. Yet just a few months ago Charlie knew 


nothing about music—not one note from another. He 
had been just “one of the crowd."’ Now he is invited 
everywhere—welcomed everywhere—the center of 
popularity. The amazingly easy music lessons of the 
National Academy of Music have meant all this tohim. 


You, Too, Can Quickly Learn to Play 


If you wish to be popular—to possess one of life's 
finest accomplishments—to be welcomed everywhere 

a few short months of fascinating study right in 
your own home, in your spare time, with the wonder- 
ful National Academy Courses will insure all this, 


° 
Big Money in Music, Too 
Thousands of highly-paid and interesting positions 
in Concert, Movie, Theatre, and ““Jazz’’ Orchestras, 
Bands, etc., all over the country are ready and 
waiting for you just as soon as you are ready for 
them. You need know nothing about music to begin. 
We train you right from the beginning and give 
you personal, individual instruction. Very low 

cost. Easy terms. 


Thousands of Happy, Successful Students 
This is our 26th Big, Successful Year. Over 200,000 happy, 

enthusiastic students testify to the wonderful simplicity 

and ease of our courses. Great musicians and teachers 

endorse and recommend our methods. Courses in Piano, 

Violin, Trumpet, Voice, Banjo, Tenor Banjo, Spanish 

juiter, Hawaiian Guitar, 
gan, Mandolin 


’) Send for This Beautiful 
New Book — FREE 


AND PROFIT 


It will tell you how you can quickly 
and easily become an accomplished 
musician and enjoy real popularit 
and profit. Mail the coupon NO 
NATIONAL ACADEMY OF MUSIC 
America’s Greatest Home-Study School of Music 
Dept. 53 702 East 41st Street, Chicago 
National Academy of Music, Dept. 53 
702 East 41st Street, Chicago 
Please send me free and without obligation your new 
‘Music for Pleasure and Profit. 
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ing and sketching, and was suddenly in 
great demand for decorating the semi-trans- 
parent red, yellow, blue, green and brown 
slickers which every really collegiate high 
school youth hastily donned whenever a 
cloud appeared on the horizon. 

Paul drew black cats, cross-word puzzles, 
bathing girls and gorgeous butterflies. 

Since that first scintillating afternoon with 
the Rolly Van Arsdale set, Paul had deserted 


the cafeteria and such incredibly dumb dodos 
as Art Meredith and Billy Finch. Joe Zol- 
linger was now driving a taxi after school 


hours and was consequently unthinkable. 

Paul learned to play bridge in the homes 
along Morris Avenue and Berkley Road. He 
learned to say, “Why, good aftanoon, Mrs. 
Hanover,” with the proper amount of polite- 
but-bored condescension. He learned to sigh 
languidly as he exhaled strictly Turkish 
smoke. He gruffly ordered a ukulele from 
his mother for Christmas, and switched from 
Sta-Comb to Ruby Hair Oil. 

The Alpha Nu Pi’s and Fritzie were as 
much of one extreme for Paul as the Rolly 
Van Arsdales and Vivian were of another, 
but at best adolescence is a continuous shift- 
ing from one mad extreme to another. 

\ ITH a look of indulgent contempt, 

the five college-boy musicians watched 
the scattered dancers on the ballroom floor. 
They were not making especially good music 
for they were not a top-notch orchestra, but 
the Alpha Nu Pi’s could hardly afford better 
after engaging the ballroom of the Fort 
Mayes Hotel, where they insisted on stag- 
ing all their fraternity dances, or “frat hops” 
as the collegians would say. 

At the Alpha Nu Pi dance there were 
alleged chaperons in the persons of a few 
yawning dowagers whose only activity was 
praising to each other their particular George 


or Dicky, while George and Dicky sneaked 
put into an anteroom and had another 
drink. 


The sorority girls were there in full force; 
fine, polished little ladies in elaborate gowns. 

Paul had been bullied into attending by 
Fritzie Wentgill and by his fraternity “broth- 
ers.’ He was a bit sullen as he slowly 
shuffled about to the inferior music. He 
hadn’t wanted ever to date with Fritzie 
again, and he certainly could have found bet- 
ter use for the ten dollars he had hi-jacked 
from his father 

A “brother” steered him out into a hall- 
way and told the hoary story of “Guess I 
brought a little too much and I thought 
maybe you’d want some. I’m dead broke 
tonight anyway and just as brothers I'll let 
you have this pint of extra good for just 
two dollars. Come on now, as brothers, 
y'know.” Paul bought it just for meanness 
and with it in his inside coat pocket danced 
the next few dances with Fritzie, feeling 
blasé, cruel, and very old. 


HE discovered it with a cuddling cheek. 

“Oh, vou’re holding out on me, eh? Well, 
I like that!” She smiled reprovingly at him 
from close range, adding: “Let’s leave a 
little early.” 

Paul agreed gloomily, then began to de- 
bate as to which was the lesser evil: to leave 
early with Fritzie, or to remain until the 
close of this rather strained function. 

As they mouthed the platitudes of leav- 
ing and shook the cigarette-stained paws of 
reception committee, Paul regretted his 
And as he drove carefully away 
the icy streets he regretted it even 
more. 

It had been on such a night, 
auto, with Fritzie snuggling by his side— 

“Be careful about your driving, Snook- 
ums,” she said in an insinuating tone that 
was unpleasantly sweet. 

Suddenly Paul hated 
half-self loathing of a disgusted soul, but 
with that abstract hatred which makes 
small, abused men slap big husky women 
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in this very 


her, not with the 


when they deserve to be horse-whipped. 

“Do you think it’s too cold to park on 
one of these dark back streets?” she asked. 
“I’m afraid my folks are still up at home.” 

Paul thought a moment. “Are you sure 
your folks are still up?” 

“Well, my mother is, at least.” 

“Why no, it’s not too cold to park.” 

It was perhaps an hour later that Paul 
half-carried Fritzie up her front steps, an 
unpleasant look of vengeance on his face. 
He told himself grimly that at last her par- 
ents were going to find out what sort of a 
girl she was. He opened the door a trifle, 
quickly shoved her inside, shut the door and 
stood looking in with an anticipatory grin. 

Mrs. Wentgill, a pulpy-faced dowager, 
rushed forward and caught Fritzie just be- 
fore she fell. “Another one of her stomach 
spells, poor dear,” she sighed. She put her 
arm around her daughter's waist and helped 
her toward the stairway. 


NE evening during the Christmas holi- 

days Miss Velma Hughey entertained 
at the Country Club. Miss Hughey is 
rather immaterial, and interesting only in- 
asmuch as she was one of those ‘adenoidal, 
kitchen-loving girls cursed with wealthy 
parents who are determined that their 
daughter shall crash the gates of society. 

Velma’s crashing was done so vigorously 
that echoes rumbled up and down East High 
corridors for weeks afterwards. Her parents 
sat down and invited her a motley crew of 
frat men, sorority girls, and male and female 
dumb dodos, for a crew would have to be 
motley indeed to include both Doris Bulen 
and Fritzie Wentgill. 

When Paul received his invitation he 
made a few discreet inquiries as to the 
nature of the affair, then opened negotiations 
towards the acquisition of a tuxedo. 

“Oh,” said his mother, “I think 
would be nice, and so manly.” 

“Bah,” said his father, “just like slinging 
money down a rat-hole! You'll be want- 
ing a plug hat next!” 


that 


“Aw gosh,” said Paul, “you must think 
I'm some little tiny kid "bout three years 
old. I’m gonna have a tux for that hop, 


see?” 


AUL rode out to the Country Club with 

the Rolly Van Arsdale group. The 
limousine parked on the gravel driveway ; 
its occupants clambered stiffly out and 
strutted like littlke mandarins up the steps 
into the light and blare. With hauteur they 
removed their topcoats and stood in formal 
little rings idly gossiping. 

Paul was bothered by the queer cut of 
the dress shirt collar and by the rigidity of 
its bosom, but the bother was negligible as 
compared to the elderly feeling of elegance 


the tuxedo gave him. It was rented, but, 
as he said to Doris as soon as he met her: 
“Feels like old times again, gettin’ back 


into my tux. It’s been laid away so long 
it was gettin’ kinda wrinkly.” 

The Jap at the punch-bowl, the cut flow- 
ers, the dignified orchestra—all these Paul 
accepted with the amused condescension of 


a boy wearing his first tuxedo. There was 
an utterly different atmosphere about the 
affair, due in part, perhaps, to an element 


in the crowd which was totally new to Paul. 
Fritzie was there, but Paul noted with 
delight that she was in the company of a 
loud-mouthed little Strader-snipe. Doris 
had come with a taxi-load of her sorority 
sisters and was consequently unattached. 
Paul dogged her footsteps, tremulously 
happy. At first she seemed a little casual, 
but soon she began to display the dainty 


friendliness of the chemistry lab and Paul 
was in ecstasies. 

When they danced they did not talk. 
Doris was a polite dancer, but not one 


of those absurd Girl Scouts who insist on a 
three-inch breeze in circulation between 
them and their partners. 


| 
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The orchestra was just finishing a dreamy 
rendition of “Sleepy Time Gal.” Paul was 
dancing with his eyes  half-closed, sub- 
merged in delicious, drugged languor. With 
a final slurring sigh the muted cornets re- 
leased the melody. 
dancers moved on a few steps after the 
music stopped, unwilling to come to their 
senses. Just as Paul struggled to the sur- 
face he realized that Doris’s head had been 
snuggling sweetly on his coat lapel. Un- 
willingly he relinquished her, and she seemed 
unwilling to be relinquished. He caught a 
quick bright upward look from her eyes 
and saw that her cheeks had flushed a 
trifle. His heart skipped a beat. 

“Le’s go out in the wicker room,” he 
suggested. 

Demurely she assented. The wicker room 
was an enclosed porch, quiet and secluded. 
They chose a far settee. Paul made no 
move toward her; they sat wrapped in their 
own thoughts. 

“Where’s Markendorf tonight?” he asked, 
a trifle gloomily. 


“Win? Why, how should I know?” 
Doris was faintly surprised. 
Paul’s head was too full of swirling 


thoughts to catch the subtle significance of 
her remark 

“He graduates in February,” she ob- 
served, “and he’s going ‘way off to Leland 
Stamford University in California.” 

“I s’pose you're sorry?” 

“Why do you say that?” 

“Oh, because.” 

“IT don’t see anything to be sorry about. 
He certainly has been long enough getting 
through high school. Win isn’t’ very 
bright.” 

Paul gave her a sideways look of sur- 
prise. She faltered and twisted her fingers 
in her lap. 

“I know that sounds awful, to say that 
about him, though really— But he’s an 
awfully good-hearted big child, even if he 


A good many of the | 


does drink once in a while, after football 
season is over.” 
She halted abruptly at that, and for | 


several uncomfortable minutes they did not 


look at each other. The minds of both 
went back to that furious little time in 
the corner of the study hall, beside the 


bust of good old Eddie Poe. 
“Paul,” said 
close to him that he could see the pupils 
of her eyes dilate as she spoke, “do you 
drink ?” 
He hung his head. 


“I know the crowd you run around 
with,” she continued, “but you always, 
from the very first, seemed to me to be a 
little different.” 


AUL raised his eyes and looked deeply 

into hers. What he saw there made 
him catch his breath and half raise his arms 
toward her. 

She did not draw back, but looked plead- 
ingly into his face. “Paul, you can be such 

gentleman when you want to that it 
makes me almost sick to see you mixed up 
in this fraternity business, and the Palace 
Dance Hall.” 

“Why, I've never been there once since 
that day—well, not for a long time. Not 
cnce this year even, and the year’s almost 

“You 
sitid—” 

“Fritzie Wentgill’s a little liar!” 

Those violet-blue eyes searched his face 
as if afraid of what they might find. “Do 
you like her?” Doris asked in a whisper. 

“Like her? Why, I hate her!” 

“Why do you go with her then?” 

“I don’t go with her! I haven't been 


haven't? Why, Fritzie Wentgill 


with her for two or three months, and she’s 
the worst kind of a liar if she says I go | 
to the Palace or drink.” 

“ae boy ought to speak that way of any 
gérl!” 


Doris suddenly, leaning so |: 


Now You Can Reduce 


2 to 4 Lbs. in a Night 


HERE’S PROOF 


Read what Fayro Bathe 
have done for others 


“Three Fayro baths reduced my 
weight 11 pounds in 8 days. I 
feel better than I have felt for 
years.” 


“I weigh 16 pounds less and 
feel younger and sleep better. 
Fayro is wonderful.” 


“My double chin vanished in 
the magic of Fayro baths.” 


“My hips were always too 
prominent until I commenced 
Fayro baths. I have lost 12 
pounds.” 


“Thank you for Fayro. I 
lost 14 pounds in three weeks; 
feel better and certainly look 


better.” 


“Since childhood my thick ankles 
have always been a source of 
embarrassment. Fayro baths 
have reduced them beautifully. 
Thank you very much.” 


For obvious reasons, names 
are not quoted, but every 
letter published has been 
authorized and names and 
addresses will be given on 
request. 


If each healthful bath of Fayro does not 
reduce your weight from 2 to 4 pounds, we 
will refund your money without a question. 
You risk nothing. Clip the coupon and mail 


it today. 
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Eat what you please 
Wear what you please 
Do what you please 
Take no risky medicinc 


Send the coupon for your first three Fayro Baths 


Thousands of smart women have found this 
easy way to take off 2 to 4 pounds once or twice 
a week. These women take refreshing Fayro baths 
in the privacy of their own homes. 

Fayro is the concentrate of the same natural 
mineral salts that make effective the waters of 
twenty-two hot springs of America, England and 
Continental Europe. For years the spas and hot 
springs bathing resorts have been the retreat of fair 
women and well groomed men. 

Excess weight has been removed, skins have been 
made more lovely, bodies mor: shapely and minds 
brighter. 


The Hot Springs are now Brought to You 


Painstaking analyses of the active ingredients of 
the waters from twenty-two of the most famous 
springs have taught us the secret of their effective- 
ness. You can now have all these benefits in your 
own bath. Merely put Fayro into your hot bath. 
It dissolves rapidly. You will notice and enjoy the pungent 
fragrance of its balsam oils and clean salts. 

Then, Fayro, by opening your pores and stimulating perspira- 
tion forces lazy body cells to sweat out surplus fat and bodily 
poisons. Add Fayro to your bath at night and immediately you 
will lose from 2 to 4 pounds in an easy, refreshing and absolutely 
harmless manner. 

Your physician will tell you that Fayro is certain to do the 
work and that it is absolutely harmless. 

Fayro will refresh you and help your body throw off worn 
out fat and bodily poisons. Your skin will be clearer and smoother. 
You will sleep better after your Fayro bath and awaken feeling 
as though you had enjoyed a week’s vacation. 


Lose Weight Where You Most Want To 


Fayro reduces weight generally but you can also concentrate 
its effect on abdomen, hips, legs, ankles, chin or any part of the 
body you may wish. 


Results Are Immediate 


Weigh yourself before and after your Fayro bath. You will 
find you have lost from 2 to 4 pounds. And a few nights later 
when you again add Fayro to your bath, you will once more reduce 
your weight. Soon you will be the correct weight for your height. 
No need to deny yourself food you really want. No need for vio- 
lent exercise. No need for drugs or medicines. Merely a refresh- 
ing Fayro bath in the privacy of your own home. 


Try Fayro at our Risk 


The regular price of Fayro is $1.00 a package. With the coupon 
you get 3 full sized packages and an interesting booklet “Health 
and Open Pores” for $2.50 plus the necessary postage. Send no 
money. Pay the postman. Your money refunded instantly if 
you want it. 


----- 


Fayro, Inc. O-2-28 
821 Locust St., Pittsburgh, Pa. 


Send me 3 full sized boxes of Fayro in plain package. 
I will pay the postman $2.50 plus the necessary postage. It 
is understood that if I do not get satisfactory results with the 
first package I use, I am to return the other two and you will 
refund all of my money at once. 


Address 


State. 
If you live outside the United States send Laternational 
Money Order with coupon. 
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Gray 
Hair 
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It lies, it cheats, it doesn’t play 
fair. It proclaims to the world a 
story of age that, too often, has 
not the slightest foundation in 
fact. 

But no woman need struggle 
along under its handicap or need 
she pay the high price of hair 
dresser for tinting false age 
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Paul gulped uncomfortably. “Oh, please, 
I didn’t mean it that way, but I don’t 
want you to think I’m worse’n I am.” 

I don’t think that,” said Doris softly. “I 


3 ” 
think you're better than you are. 


puzzled. 

and made an evasive 
“I halfway hope,” she con- 
tinued, “that all the time you're running 
around with a fast crowd you're not doing 
the things they do. You don’t look like 
you could, some way. You let on like 
you're tough and I've heard you saying 
awfully nasty things when you're with other 
boys, but while you look the way you did 
when you painted the butterfly on my new 
slicker, with the heart-shaped dots in its 
wings and a light streaming across it like it 
was—oh, under a street light—then you 
don’t look like you could be bad at all.” 

Paul felt a weak, half-hysterical desire to 
drop his head in her lap. He looked up, 
trembling a little and choked with emotion. 
Those full pink lips just a few inches from 
his own pursed up into a tempting bud of 
sweetness, almost as if— 

“Oh, there you are, Snookums, you old 
blond thing!” cried Fritzie Wentgill, coming 
on them suddenly. “I’ve been looking for 
you. Got any gin left in your flask?” 

Doris shrank back. Her lips thinned out 
and her eyelids fluttered as if someone had 
stabbed her. 


He frowned, 
She smiled wistfully, 


\ ITH a squint-eyed glance Fritzie took 
in 


the situation. She smiled a sharp 
red smile that was like a crooked little knife 
stained with blood. “Say,” she continued, 
throwing herself on Paul’s lap, “we sure 
were drunk at the Alpha dance, weren't 
we, old kid? I couldn’t stand up when I 
got home, but you were worse than I was 
Why, you were so pie-eyed you couldn't 
even—” 
With a sob of disgust Doris sprang to 


her feet. She cast Paul a tortured look of 
| loathing, ignoring Fritzie completely, and 
swept out of the room. 


For an instant silence hung like a big 
tear quivering te fall. Then Paul flung the 
girl from him as if she had been a putrify- 
ing corpse. 

“You little devil!” he squealed, 
over her with upraised fists. 

She sank back in the settee and did not 
relax her crimson smile. 

Paul took a deep breath, his face grow- 


standing 


ing white and grim. “Now listen,” he be- 
gan hoarsely, “you and I are through for 
good, see? You know I haven't got a 
flask tonight and I wasn’t clear pie-eyed 
at the Alpha dance, either. You simply 
said that for dirty meanness and now you 
can go to the devil!” 


Fritzie stifled a yawn with a pink mani- 
cured hand and looked at Paul through her 
fingers. “I can just see those headlines 
now,” she murmured. 

“What headlines?” 

“Youthful Hit-Skip Driver 
Crime of Last Winter Cleared Up! Seven- 
teen-Year-Old Faces Heavy Sentence! Paul, 
dearest, I'll write to you every week, and 
send you some cute little snapshots for the 
wall of your cell. Or how about us going 
somewhere together tomorrow  night—a 
good show, the best in town, with some 
nice supper afterwards. Don’t you sort of 
think you'd like to, honey?” 

struggled from its cocoon of 


\J slush and snow, wriggled its tender 
feelers hopefully and spread its damp wings 
in the sun to dry 

Further in-town the lawns gave way to 
exclusive shop-fronts. Then came Motor 
Row, where long sleek automobiles crouched 
behind tall plate-glass windows like im- 
patient tigers behind bars. They had a 
look in their headlights as if they were 
eager to be driven eighty miles an hour 
| with their tops down and their cut-outs 

110 


Arrested ! 


wide open. It was this look that sold a 
lot of them, too. 
Here spring wandered a_ wistful little 


waif over the broad asphalt, for stone and 
glass and steel did not seem to respond 
to her soft touch of magic. But down in 
the throbbing heart of the shopping district 
she floated through an open window into 
Dobson’s Bargain Basement and there she 
found plastic clay. 


ARGE GARTNER paused behind her 

counter and snified the breeze sus- 
piciously. For sixteen long years, ever since 
she was fourteen, Marge had been out on 
her own and consequently was suspicious of 
everything and everybody. She was a keen, 
wiry woman; fragile with the deceptive 
fragility of a little hawk. The spring in the 
breeze touched that part of her which kept 
her from being merely a tough store-clerk. 
Perhaps, as she stood there, one hand on the 
counter, her piercing black eyes relented a 
little. 

To Dodo Harrigan, 
the cut glass counter, spring whispered of 
ukulele music over moon-lit water. Dodo 
chewed her three sticks of gum well back 
where her wisdom teeth should have been 
and didn’t take no sass from nobody. She 
was that dumpy sort of weak-minded blonde 
who weeps at nearly all of the right places 
in the movies, and breathes “Oh kid!” when 
the leading man in the stock company looks 


across the aisle at 


anywhere in their general direction. 
Dodo winked heavily at Marge, who 

smiled in return. Being emotional op- 

posites, the two women liked each other. 


They roomed together. 
It was nearly five-thirty. 
ceilinged bargain basement was nearly 


The wide, low- 
de- 


serted. Over it lingered that air of sub- 
siding turmoil which might pervade a 
battlefield just after the rival armies had 
withdrawn. A few disinterested housewives 
remained to slam the cheap goods con- 
temptuously about. 


HE time-clock sang its joyful song. In- 

stantly the score of clerks scurried from 
behind their counters to their lockers, then 
upstairs and out the side entrance in less 
time than it takes to tell it. 

Dodo and Marge came out on to the 
sidewalk blithely, arm in arm. Two min- 
utes before, both had been tired and list- 
less; now they walked briskly, almost 
girlishly. The air was charged with moist 
recklessness. The wind slapped them 
daintily in the face, and rattled the brittle 
artificial cherries on Dodo’s hat. 

“Gee, ain't this swell?” she gushed; then, 
with a sudden burst of inspiration, added: 
“Lessus walk home, huh kid?” 

Marge looked doubtful. Feet that have 
been shuffled back and forth behind a 
counter all day don’t always respond eagerly 
to the urge of a spring-tickled heart. But 
today she felt adventuresome and willing. 
After a moment more of sniffing the warm 
air, her spirit proved stronger than her 
feet. So, instead of taking the street car 
at the corner of Morris and Vine, as was 
their custom, the two of them crossed the 
rumbling thoroughfare and continued arm 
in arm out broad Morris Avenue. 

They had nothing to look forward to that 


evening except supper at their boarding- 
house with perhaps a movie afterwards. 
They were self-supporting business women 


responsible only to themselves: between just 
then and Monday morning lay a vast blank 
expanse which they would be pleased to 
decorate in checkered design it the op- 
portunity would but present itself. 

Dodo took off the hat with the rattley 
cherries and twirled it on one finger, shak- 
ing back her damp yellow hair like a blond 
seal coming up for air. They walked on 
in silence, breathing deep of spring and 
feeling sloppily wistful. 
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Suddenly both started at the sound of 
an auto horn close behind them. They 
turned. A beautiful big blue sedan pulled 
in along the curb. The two young men 
in the front seat were swaddled like babes 
in terrifically collegiate spring suits. 

The youth beside the driver was cool 
and aristocratic, with suave eyes. “Going 
home?” he inquired politely, leaning out 
of the lowered window. 

Dodo inspected the boys impersonally. 
Marge, farthest from the curb, sniffed con- 
temptuously and kept walking. 

The boy at the wheel eased the gears 
across into low and, slipping the clutch 
nicely, crawled smoothly along the curb 
keeping just abreast of the quarry on the 
sidewalk. 

“Come on, girls, hop in and ride,” con- 
tinued the spokesman in a friendly tone, 


reaching over and opening the door to the} 


back seat. He held it invitingly wide, and 
smiled. 


HE girls exchanged glances, nodded to 


each other, then launched into what | 


seemed to be memorized lines and stage- 
business. 

“You're not gonta pay any attention to 
those fresh mutts, I hope,” exclaimed Dodo 
loudly. 

“My Gawd, no!” flung back Marge, at 
the same time smiling around the back of 
her companion’s neck at the driver of the car. 

They waited for their cues, carefully 
slowing their pace to an easy saunter. 

“Oh, come on!” insisted the boy with the 
suave eyes, “we're not gonna bite you. We'll 
take vou straight home, honest we will.” 

“Oh sure,” said Dodo under her breath. 

“Don’t be bashful, girls. taxi’s 
free.” His smile and manner would have 
done credit to a confidence man. There 
was nothing fresh, evil, rowdy or insulting 
about him; he seemed merely a friendly, 


sociable young chap offering a ride to what | 


he thought was a pair of girls. 

The driver of the car spoke for the first 
time, and a little awkwardly. “Come on, 
girls,” he said in a spasm of originality, 
“no use walkin’.” 

“Go to the devil,” suggested Dodo. 

“Sure, come along,” said the boy at the 
window. 

Both of the walkers giggled their ap- 
preciation of this rare witticism. When the 
car stopped they drifted quite accidentally, 
it seemed, towards the curb. The back 
seat door hung open like a square jaw, 
hungry to snap up a morsel. 

“Hop in, le’s go.” 


HE wiry woman named Marge looked 


the car and the boys over as if she 
were speculating upon a purchase. 

“Might as well,” she drawled with a 
queer, slow smile. She placed her foot on 
the running board. 

The young sidewalk-snatching aristocrat 
turned around in the front seat and grinned 
vacantly at his catch for a moment, quite 
obviously racking his brain for a wise-crack 
of fitting caliber. 

It came, a perfect fit. “What 
Vance Street do you girls live on?” 

Dodo snorted indignantly and opened her 
mouth to bawl out a retort, but it was the 
driver of the car who spoke first, hurriedly, 
as if the cther boy's audacity frightened 
him. 

“Aw Gordon, don’t kid ‘em like that.” 
He shot a nervous glance over his shoulder 
at the passengers. “Where do you live?” 
he blurted heroically. 

“Oh, out in Berkley.” 

He resumed his driving. Then ensued 
one of those strained silences that so often 
occur between snatchers and _ snatchees. 
Dodo and Marge settled back in the seat 
and exchanged smiles. Gordon, hanging 


parta 


foolishly over the back of the front seat, 
broke the uncomfortable quiet. 
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The Modern Way 
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in the body. 
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Prescription Tablets. People have used them 
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“Isn’t it sorta lonesome back there by 
yourselves ?” 

“Not a bit.” 

“Guess I'll come over and visit you.” 
He did not look as pleasant as he had at 
first. 

“Better not try it. Mamma spank.” 

Presently Gordon spoke a few words in 
Paul's ear. The car slowed up and halted 
for a moment along a parkway. Gordon 
stepped out, opened the back seat door, 
assisted Marge around the running board 
to the front seat, and got in the back with 
Dodo. 

Marge Gartner gazed up at the blond 
boy-child at her side with a feeling of 
hungry wonder and a warped variety of 
m. iherly pity His chin and eyes were 
sweet, she reflected, even if there was an 
ugly little quirk to his lips. He glanced 
uneasily down at her and laughed a short, 
excited laugh. “Dandy day, isn’t it?” 

“Sure is,” she agreed. 


OOKING up at the little mirror above 
the windshield, Paul saw that Gordon 


already had his arm around Dodo. Hastily 
he slipped his arm around Marge. 
“Say!” yelled Gordon suddenly, “there’s 


a big dance out at Oak Grove tonight. Le’s 
go out and look it over, what say?” 

But at first Paul was not enthusiastic. 
Oak Grove was an eight-mile drive out 
in the country. 

“Not very much gas in the tank,” he 
began uneasily. 


“T’ll buy the gas,” shouted Gordon hilari- 


ously. “I'll buy anything! Let ’er rip. 
Oak Grove for us.” His voice was muffled 
by a kiss. 


Humming along the highway in the spring 
twilight, by his side this strange woman 
who was old enough to be his mother, 
Paul felt that he had attained the last 
possible degree of manly sophistication. His 
jaw hardened and he began to drive more 
recklessly than usual. Marge was speaking. 

“You're one of the Brighton U men in 
for the week-end, ain’tcha?” She knew 
how to make high school boys happy. 

Paul’s eyes widened with surprised de- 


light which--he hastily winked away. 
“Yeah,” he admitted, “how’dja guess it?” 
“Oh, I kinda thought you were, you're 


so collegiate... Brighton sure is a wild col- 
lege, ain’t it?” 

Paul loved her on the spot. “Hope to 
shout it is!” he agreed with fervor. “We 
sure do have: some red-hot times on the 
campus and in the dorms.” 

Her sharp little face grew softer as the 
darkness deepened and the car slowed down 
to a leisurely thirty-five miles per hour. 
She was a tiny bit ashamed of herself to 
be “robbing the cradle” as she knew Dodo 
would exclaim the moment they were out 
of the boys’ hearing, but these awkward 
high school kids were almost as big as 
men anyway, she argued, and this blue 
eyed one, called Paul, was sweet, even if he 
did keep his lips quirked up. 

For it was a hem of the divine garment 
of Romance to her grubby little soul, and 
she flamed up in genuine response to Paul’s 
long well-timed kisses. 

That was Marge Gartner, the thirty-year- 
old woman of the world. And Paul, just 
turned eighteen. 


UT at Oak Grove they sprinkled corn 

meal on a barn floor and expected 
people to dance on it. Paul, Gordon, and 
the girls soon tired of hearing their feet 
scratch and scuffle about as if on a sand- 
strewn sidewalk. 

They noisily devoured a supper of ham- 
burger sandwiches and luke-warm orange 
pop, then for perhaps a half-hour sat en- 
twined on a bench making scathing re- 
marks about the five energetic country boys 
who were wanting to learn to be an 
orchestra. 
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“Justa buncha hicks!” exclaimed Paul in 
greatest disgust. “Le’s clear outa here.” 

Somehow the place bored him. He was 
wishing for something terrible to present 
itself that he might put in practice that 
ungodly sangfroid which Brighton U im- 
parts to one. 

The others started at once for the ma- 
chine, but Paul walked to the other end 
of the pavilion to buy a package of to- 
bacco for his pipe. As he turned away 
from the counter a man tapped him on the 
shoulder. 

Paul stopped, doubling his fists. He felt 
mean, and would have welcomed a fight. 

“Pssst!” hissed the man, and beckoned 
Paul to come with him. 

Wondering, hopeful, and belligerent, Paul 
followed the fellow down a flight of board 
steps and around a corner of the pavilion. 

“Looky here!” exclaimed the man, and 
held his coat open wide. Perhaps a dozen 
small pockets were sewed therein, and -in 
each nestled a little flat bottle. 

“Half pint!” he whispered, selecting one 
and pressing it into Paul’s hand. “Only 
fifty cents!” 

In surprise Paul held it a moment, then 
suddenly beamed gratitude towards the dim 
figure before him. At least he could get 
pie-eyed—that was one sort of suitable en- 
tertainment for a real desperado sidewalk- 
snatching woman-killer he-man_ collegian 
from Brighton U. 

He handed the pocket-bootlegger fifty 
cents and the man scurried away into the 
dark like a rat. Paul drew the cork and 
drained the half pint bottle on the spot. 

Luckily, the stuff he had just drunk was 
nothing more than a mixture of third grade 
corn whiskey and first grade rain water. 
But it was quite sufficient to send those 
welcome preliminary tingles of dizziness 
through his veins as he maneuvered the 
big sedan around through the trees towards 
the driveway leading out of the grove to 
the road. Lighting his pipe to disguise his 
breath, he drove joyously away. 


T WAS comparatively early in the eve- 

ning. Cars were plentiful on the highway 

About a mile from Oak Grove a machine- 
load of girls swung out of a side road 
perhaps fifty yards ahead of Paul. A front 
wheel crumpled and the open car swerved 
heavily into the ditch on its side. 

Although his eyesight was a bit hazy, 
Paul saw the other car go over and was 
quick to comprehend. With a spurt of 
speed he approached. He swung his auto 
around so that its headlights flooded the 
scene. Everyone in the sedan leaped out. 

There were hysterical little shrieks of 
fright, stumbling feminine figures and the 
odor of spilled gasoline. Unsteadily Paul 
rushed down into the grass, where he and 
Gordon began to haul girls from out the 
crumpled wreckage. 

By that time there were a dozen autos 
stopped on the road. Headlights sliced the 
dark into long strips. Great, useless, ex- 
cited men came plunging down, very eager 
to push aside mere children such as Paul 
and Gordon. 

With a blurred sensation of surprise Paul 
began to note that some of the girls seemed 
familiar. They bore East High faces which 
he knew by sight. 

But the cold night air was playing havoc 
with the alcohol fumes in his head. He 
reeled crazily about in the grass and finally 
stumbled back out of the white glare of 
the headlights to plump comfortably down. 
Suddenly he became conscious of a form 
lying in the soft grass by his side. Focus- 
ing his eyes with an effort, he bent over. 

It was Doris Bulen, crumpled in a limp 
heap. Her golden hair streamed down across 
her quiet oval face. With a _ trembling 
hand Paul brushed the hair back over her 
forehead. For a long time he bent above 
her there in the dark, his eyes swirling pools 
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consternation, anguish, love, indecision | 
ind panic. | 

His mind moved in one of those slow, | 
primitive, rhinoceros-like thought processes 
sometimes evolved by the intoxicated male. 
Doris—hurt—put her in auto—to doctor. 
What could be more logical? He slipped 
his arms under her and lifted her up, only 
to discover that she was not unconscious. 
She made tiny sobbing noises as she clung 
to him, head down, eyes closed, and weakly 
allowed herself to be led. 

Paul cursed his alcohol-loosened leg 
muscles and fought off the effects with all 
his will-power. Steeling himself, he helped 
the girl to the road—by a circuitous path, 
away from the light and the excited group 
of bull-headed adults. After laying her 
down in the back seat of his machine he 
sprang to the wheel and drove away. Gor- 
don, Marge and Dodo never occurred to 
the boy till hours later. 


“(os “Doris badly hurt? Where 
could he get help? CGhese were 
the only thoughts in “Paul’s mind as he | 
ruced ahead, little dreaming that the | 
events of the next few hours would set his | 
feet on paths from which there would | 
be no turning back to Gritzie Wentgill. | 
You'll see in the eMarch issue how “Paul 
‘Benton, at the end of his senior year, | 
became the “real collegiate” he 

always hoped to be 
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Somehow she understood. “Is he coming 
up?” 

I nodded. 

Then all at once she gave a little cry. 
She stole into my arms, and lifted her face, | 
and kissed me. 

“If anything happens to you,” she said | 
fiercely, “I'll throw myself over the cliff.” 

“Oh my dear, my dear,” I murmured, help- | 
lessly. For I knew and she knew, too, that 
I had no chance against Ricardo’s gorilla- | 
like strength and endurance. And with the 
simple savage instincts that ruled him, there 
was no doubt he would first try to destroy 
me, and then with me out of the way and 
Joyce in his power—— 


STEPPED back, goaded into a fury. I'd 

fight to the last! I looked towards the 
edge of the cliff. He must be almost at the 
very top. I explored the ground, searching 
for a club, for any kind of thing that would 
serve as a weapon, but my groping hands 
found nothing that would do. 

“Oh, wait,” Joyce cried suddenly. “Wait! 
There’s still the fire. He may be afraid of 
fire!” 

And that suggestion was what saved us. 
I caught up a small dead tree that was burn- 
ing like a torch at one end, and waited. The 
next instant Ricardo came over the edge of 
the cliff yelling like an Indian. Lifting him- 
self to his full height, he charged at me like 
a bull. 

I swung my long torch, and the smoke 
and sparks left a whirling trail as I struck 
it him. I don’t think I even hit him, but 
he gave a cry of surprise and fear and cov- 
ered his face with his hands, stumbling back- 
wards. | 

A kind of exultant fury moved in my 
blood. “Get another firebrand,” I called to | 
Joyce, “and follow me! We've got to make 
tor the beach. It’s our only chance!” 

She snatched up a blazing stick like the 
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—hated to practice scales—had given up his greatest ambi- 
een till he heard of my new and original system. I did for 
im w 
Had him playing POPULAR MUSIC the FIRST WEEK. 
Staggered his friends with his “hidden’’ talent. Thousands are 
- . playing everything from Jazz to Classical music who can’t rea 

& £ a note and couldn't play at all until they heard of this astound- 
ing system of training to play by ear. Do YOU want to play 

Piano? You can. Just write me. 


I’ll Have You Playing Piano BY EAR in 90 Days 


or heel— 


1 Trouble starts in weakened 

muscles. Tiny bones of for- 

ward arch are displaced. Pain 
lows. 


2 A super-elastic band assists 

and etrengthens weakened 
muscles, replaces bones. Pain 
stops instantly. 


t-------FREE if it fails-------- 


Juang Arch Brace Co., 362 Jung Bldg., Cincinnati, Ohio 
Send one pair of braces marked below: 
(Persons over 145 lbs. require long braces) 


FOR SEVERE CASES FOR MILD CASES 
—with cushion lift —without cushion lift 


; 0 BANNER (medium) $2 | WONDER (medium) $1 
! 


O VICTOR (long) $2.50 O MIRACLE (long) $1.50 


O Money enclosed. O Send C. O. D. plus postage. 


Canada: M. L. C. Bidg., Montreal. Add 25¢ to above prices 


PIANC ouldn’t learn to read Music 


hat I can do for you if you can whistle or hum a tune. 


D. M. SUTTLE, Director 
School of Music 


50-Page Bird Book in Colors, 
“Canaries for Pleasure and Profit.” 
Gives expert professional ad- 
vice on breeding, rearing, 
training, feeding and care of 
Canaries. Keep your birds in 
song. Sent free together with liberal sam- 
ples of West’s Quality Bird Foods on re- 
ceipt of 10 cents in stamps or coin to cover 
mailing costs. 
West's Bird Foods are sold at good stores 
Magnesia Products Co., 1539 Hubbard St., Milwaukee, Wis. 
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“THE CONTROL OF BUSINESS 

Accountants d big i =— 
Thousands needed. About 9,000 

Certified Public Accountants in 

Many earn $5,000 to $20,000, 

We train you thoroughly at home 

in your spa‘ 2 time for C. P. A. ex- 

aminations or executive account- 

ing positions. Previous bookkeep- 

ing knowledge unnecessary — we 

Prepare you from ground up. 

Our training is supervised by 

. P. A., assisted by staff of C. P.A.’s, Book 
Low cost—easy terms. Write now EB 4 
for valuable 64-page book free, FREE 
LaSalle Extension 
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$150~“aWeek 


in Dancing 


Wouldn't you like to earn a hand- 


some salary like this? $150.00 a 
week! That is what Marion Cham- 
bers makes as a dancing st 
Broadway sta She 

many 8 essful cers 

Veronine Vestofl, world 


ballet master, Grace Re 
ther 
danseuse 


wich Village Fo! 


rl ‘ 
makes 
dancing in 
and 


Learn in Three 
Weeks With My Famous 
Picture Method 


other 


M 
4 al la es 
eks 
ated. Cha an 
printed i 

t what do 

Yo must 
han et 1. No 
ace «necessary I 

me at as il you 

€ ny studi I put you 
amination to be sure u 
eas My system of dancing 
y method absolutely eliminates 


Cost Only Few Conts Day 


Knowing that there are hundreds of girls all over 

the puntr he 1 like to master classical 

fancing for th T and to prove 

ara an anged the pay- 

ha nly a day 

ables ¢ Il benefit of my 

i les yo satisfy 

your ambition to learn how to dan , same attention 
by mail that my ¢ in my New York Studio. 


Sena for Information 

Just send coupon or w ourse in dancing. 
Right now, a wonderf er la address 
Vv. VESTOFF ACADEMIE DE DANSE 

Studio 22, 100 West 72nd St.. New York, N. Y. 


VE RONINE ACADEMIE DE DANSE, STUDIO 22 
100 W. 72nd St., New York, N. Y. 


Dear \ j send me FREE informatic Classic and Stage 
ail . fler a teow 
ating son for talsing 
For stage To develop gracefulness, For Movie Career 
T pecome @ dancing Teacher Because I love dancing To reduce 
wh 
Name 
Street 
Town State 


Absence from business caused 
nervous exhaustion can be avol 


Keeps you fit, increases vitality, ban- 
ishes fatigue 


b a overwork and 


strengthens, 


Known the world over and used by men and wo- 
men everywhere to stimulate and restore vitality 
after severe illness. Also used by athietes to in- 
crease strength and build resistance in all tests 
of speed and endurance such a 
Running Rowing 
Wrestling Boxing 


which KOLA ASTIER is derived, 
covered by the natives of Africa 
An absolutely harmiess, non habit forming vege- 


table product. 
GRANULAR— 
Taken like sugar in tea or other beverages or in 
its natural form 
E Interesting booklet 
Rubies” and Guaranteed 
Write at once. 


Gallia Laboratories, Inc. 


Pt. 202, 332 Broadway, New York N.Y. 


were first dis- 


“More Precious than 
trial offer. 


| ghastly 


brave girl she was. Yelling my loudest, 1 
plunged directly towards Ricardo. In the 
firelight I saw his startled and staring eyes. 


They were not directed at me, but at the 
miracle of fire, this new, unknown thing of 
which he was afraid 


He cowered back. I caught Joyce’s arm, 
and together we started down the sharp in- 
it had not 


cline, whirling our torches. If 
been for the light afforded by these, we 
would certainly have broken our necks, so 
reckless was our descent We slipped and 
stumbled, and more than once I fell, bruis- 
ing myself so that the wound in my arm 
throbbed terribly, but we managed to reach 
the base of the cliff 

There was no sign of Ricardo. Evidently 
he had not yet begun to follow us. Joyce's 
torch had already gone out, though it still 
glowed like burning charcoal. My own fire- 
brand burned fitfully 


But the torches had served their purpose. 
They had prepared the way for the final, des- 


perate thing I had planned This was to 
gain the shore, keep Ricardo at bay some- 
how, and try to make a raft of a couple of 


a plank, of anything that would float. 
were all against our surviving, 
but at least it was better to take that tre- 
mendous risk than meet the certainty of 
Ricardo’s dealing with us on the island. 
Though the wind still tore its way through 
the forests, and I could hear the high seas 
lashing. themselves far away on the beaches, 
it seemed to me that the storm had lost some 
of its fury. And fortunately for us the faint 
grayness that precedes dawn filled the sky. 
In that ghostly gloom, I was able to pick 


logs, 


The chances 


my way. Now and then I glanced behind 
me, or stopped to listen, but there was no 
sign of Ricardo. Why had he given up so 


I could not feel it was for long, 
yet a tiny hope struggled in me. His primi- 
tive nature might have suddenly credited 
us with powers of strange magic, due to our 
use of fire. He might definitely be fright- 
ened and have become infinitely wary. 


abruptly ? 


ACK of me on the cliffs, I saw the glow 

of the fire from which we had snatched 
our firebrands. It seemed to me once I saw 
the shadow of a man’s figure moving there, 
but I wasn’t sure. 

Joyce hadn't spoken a word all this 
while. It was plain she was at the end of 
her physical resources. But in the dimness, 
as I supported her with my arm around her 
shoulders, I saw her try to smile at me. I 
felt as if we were figures of a nightmare, so 
had this whole experience been. 

Through the matted vegetation, over the 
trail of the creek-bed, we stumbled on our 
way. We paused to satisfy our thirst, but 
we could not delay for the rest which we 
needed more than water, more even than 
food. 

Then at last we broke through the vegeta- 
tion and came to the beach. The sun was 
rising over a sea that was still rough. At 
this point of the island the surf was moun- 
tainous. It would have been impossible to 
launch even a life-boat. But less than a 
mile away the water would be quiet behind 
the reef. When we were actually out of the 
forest, I began to breathe easier. Since there 
was still no sign of Ricardo, I began even 
to hope. 


Bor Joyce was swaying on her feet. She 
looked pale and her mouth drooped 
pitifully. I lifted her in my arms and began 


to carry her. Her head fell against my 
shoulder, and her eyes closed. 

She was so light a burden that her weight 
scarcely taxed me. But the march through 
that sand, which seemed to resist me and 
drag me back like a live thing, made that 
mile seem an endless affair. 

I crossed a ravine I remembered, and be- 
gan to climb a little rise. This, extending 
out into the sea itself, made a natural break- 
water. Across the ridge the suri would be 
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slight, and I might find enough drift wood 
and the means of tying it together to ventur: 
upon a forlorn chance of escape. 

But it was at this moment, with the sur 
rising and sending its burning heat down 
upon the beach, that I heard a sound o 
something that moved in the underbrush uj 
the ravine. 

Then I laughed. I laughed as a man 
might do who is sick and out of his head. | 
looked at Joyce, lying so pitifully in m\ 
arms. It seemed a bitter ending for all our 
efforts, our fierce struggle to escape, to be 
cornered easily in the end like this. Had 
Ricardo uncannily managed to guess where it 
was | was heading, and taken his time, know 
ing how simple it would be to cut me off? 

In amy case I felt that everything was 
finished. I no longer had any real strength 
to oppose him. Back of us the surf thrashe 


noisily, in front were the impenetrable vines 
of the jungle, and on either side the glitter 
ing sand of the beach, and the ridge that 
rose like a dune. 

I put Joyce on her feet. I touched he: 
hair and her cheeks. She opened her eyes 
to stare at me, but we did not speak. Ther 


were no words we could say. The noise in 
the underbrush grew louder. Still Ricardo 
did not appear. It seemed as if he were 


taking his time, contemptuous of our ability 
to escape. 


STARED dully in the direction of the 

sound. Then I rubbed my eyes. A 
hoarse shout of astonishment, relief, and 
joy broke from me. Joyce caught my arm 
with trembling hands. Two men, certainly 
sailors, emerged from the green wall of the 
forest, carrying a big water jug between 
them ! 

If we were astonished at seeing them, they 
were equally astonished at the sight of us 
We must have presented a strange picture 
as we stood there, our clothing torn, our 
bodies marked with bruises and scratches 
I hailed them, and one of them, a short, 
stocky fellow with a grizzled head, answered 
me in English. 

They came towards us slowly, almost 
suspiciously. The short’ man peered at me 
and then at Joyce. The other sailor, dark 
and sullen-looking gave us only furtive 
glances. 

The short man shifted a quid of tobacco. 
“Didn't know there was anyone living in 
this place,” he said. “We put in here in 
last night’s storm, and me and the Dago 
come ashore for water.” 

“You put in during last night’s storm?” I 
repeated. “What do you mean? Have you 
got a boat?” 

“You didn’t think we walked here from 
Port au Prince, did you?” he answered. The 
other sailor gave a short laugh. 

But I was in no mood to pay any atten- 
tion to their insolence at the moment. My 
thoughts were only of this piece of luck 
that had arrived to make our rescue certain. 
For I realized, when there was no longer 
any need of making the attempt, that m) 
dream of building a raft had been an im- 
possible one. 


E DON’T live here,” I explained. 

“We landed here. Lost our skiff. 
We’ re dead tired and hungry and we want 
a passage with you.” 

“That'll be up to the old man,” said the 
short sailor. He picked up one handle o! 
the water jug and commenced to climb the 
ridge. 

Somewhat puzzled by his attitude, Joyce 
and I followed. When we reached the top 
of the rise, there was however, a pleasant 
sight for our eyes. 

A small schooner was anchored inside the 
reef on quiet water. It seemed to promis 


all the things in life that are worth while 
I felt actually refreshed in body as well 
as spirit at that sight. Joyce gave me 4 


little trembling smile. 


at 
Sat 


Sho 
heel 
tract 
pear 
and 
Tl 
inst 
Dr. 
Hee 
vet-l 
whic 
pern 
ed to 
of 
any 
wort 
color 


BROW 


vide of 
and the 
courses: 


Dept. 


> 
| 
NERVES AIN ; 
litt, ) WRI. 
| LOST TIME and LOST INCOME BELL 
BR¢ 
Ai 
in 
De 


wood 
rentur: 


he sur 
dow: 
ind o 
ush uy 


i man 
ead. | 
in m\ 
all our 
to bi 
Had 
here it 
know 
ie off 
g was 
rength 
rashec 
vines 
rlitter 
e that 


hei 
r eyes 
There 
vise in 
icard 
wert 


ability 


of the 
s. A 
, and 
y arm 
tainly 
of the 
tween 


, they 
of us 
icture 
|, our 
itches 
short 
wered 


most 
it me 

dark 
urtive 


acco. 
ng in 
re in 
Dago 


n?” 


you 


from 


The 


itten- 

My 

luck 
rtain. 
onger 
t my) 
| im- 


Lined. 


skiff. 


want 


i the 
le ol 
> the 


Joyce 
» top 
asan! 


Stops Slippin g 


at the heel 
Saves Stockings 


Shoes that slip at the 
heel are annoying; de- 
tract from a good ap- 
pearance, and wear out 
and stain silk stockings. 

These drawbacks are 
instantly removed by 
Dr. Scholl’s Nu-Grip 
Heel Liner—a soft, vel- 
vet-like rubber device, 
which is quickly and 
permanently attach- 
ed to the inner lining 
of the counter of 
any shoe. Invisibly 
worn, being made in 
colors to match shoe 
linings. At all drug, 
shoe and dept. stores 
— 30c per pair. 

Insist on the genuine— 
with the cup-shaped center— 
in exclusive feature of Dr 


Scholl's Nu-Grip Heel Liner. 


Dr Scholls 
NwGripHeelLiner 


HAVE PRETTY ROUND 
FACE AND NECK 
Instead of unsightly hollows 
RESULTS GUARANTEED 


CIENCE now offers you a 
U sure delightful way to put on 
flesh where yo Ne 


dieting or tiresome exercise. 
Simply apply Tiffany Tissue 
Builder. It isa secret compound 
wf amazing tissue building oils. 


It has brought new attractive 


beauty to thousands. Hollow 
cheeks and temples, skinny 
necks, under developed busts 


round out almost at once—firm— 
dainty—beautiful. Crow's feet 
and wrinkles disappear as tho by 
ragic The soothing tissue building oils will not irritate 
the most tender skin. Neither will they grow hair. 

Results guaranteed and yout money promptly refunded 
f you are not delighted after four weeks’ use according to 
lirections. Price $3.00. Send check, money order or cur- 
rency and we will send prepaid. If you prefer send no 
money but deposit $3.00 plus few cents postage with 
postman when he delivers it 


TIFFANY LABORATORIES Inc. 
1131G Hanna Building, Cleveland, O. 


BELL PERFU ME “Devt. 


Latest Handy 7 Perfect Name Cards and Case 50c 

1%x2%, engravotyped in dull 
black, gloss black, silver, or gold. 
Choice of Old English, Script or plain 
types. With novelty case, Price come 
plete 50c. Send stamps, coin or money 
order. Satisfaction guaranteed or 
money refunded. Agents Wanted. 


NAME CARD CO. 


Coventry, R. I. 


High School Course 
in 2 Years 


You can comets 
Bch simplified Hi 


<r Boots of regen pte fo to college} 
¥-six of: 
sod ‘in our Pree Bulletin. Send for it TODAY. 


re AMERICAN SCHOOL 
Dept. H-2251 Ave. @ 68% 8. ©AS1923 


| The two sailors lowered their jug into a 
| dory they had hauled up on the beach. 
set Joyce in the stern, and motioned my | 


| willingness to take an oar, but they shook | 
their heads. We shoved off, and in less than | 
ten minutes had come alongside of the 
schooner. 

| She was an old boat, but with good, 
|roomy lines. Her weatherbeaten hull and 
| bleached spars told of a hundred voyages 
that she had done well. I caught a rope 
and climbed on board. Then I leaned down, 


and catching Joyce’s hands, drew her on 
the deck after me. 

I saw one man staring at 
bow; another halted in his 
rigging. From a deck house, 
mainmast, there emerged slowly the head 
and shoulders of a formidable figure. I 
didn’t need another glance to know he was 
|the master. His  bull-throat, his dirty 
| peaked-cap, his face with its fiery red skin 
and bullying eyes, were turned towards us. 
An undershirt that might once have been 
white, and greasy blue trousers completed 
his uniform 

He came out on deck, and slowly marched | 
toward us. 

“What are you doing on my ship?” he | 
bellowed. His eyes went from me to Joyce, 
and he looked puzzled as well as angry. 
| “We've been marooned back there,” I} 
said. “We want a passage to the neacest | 
| Port, to any port you're going to.” 

. “Oh!” He considered, stroking his chin. | 

‘This isn’t a passenger ship,” he pronounced 
at last. | 

“See here,” I said, getting a little angry 
mys self at what I took to be his denseness 
“we were on the beach back there in danger 
of our lives. We’re not asking you to take 
us on a pleasure excursion. We're asking 
you to rescue us!” 


us from the 
work in the 
just aft the 


E NODDED. “I know what you’re| 
asking, my lad. Never you mind 
| about that. But first I'll think it over a bit.” 

“Do you mean there’s a possibility of your | 
refusing to take us?” I asked. 

He shrugged his shoulders. “Why not?” 

“But, damn it, man,” I broke out, “we | 
need food. We're starving. You've got to) 
take care of this girl.” 

He turned his heavy eyes on Joyce once 
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|more, and regarded her thoughtfully. Then | 
|he beckoned the nearest sailor with his 
| thumb. 
| “Johnny, show the way to the cabin. Get 


| 


He threw a key into the sailor’s hands. 


Three minutes later, poor Joy¢e was sitting | 


| on the edge of a bunk, with a plate of food 
| before her. I had followed her there, and 
| snatched a bite myself. She looked up at me 
| bravely, with that sense of utter trust that 
|commands the utmost in a man. I kept 
|my thoughts about the strangeness and in- 
difference of our reception to myself, but I 
| was anything but easy in my own mind. 
| At that moment the Captain came into 
the passage. 

“T'll see you a moment,” he bellowed, 
pointing at me. I made my way out of the 
cabin. He shut the door and coolly locked 
it in front of my eyes. 


“What are you doing?” I demanded. 


'some biscuits and pork out of the galley.’ | 


“What do you mean by locking her in like | 


| that ?” 


| “Listen, my lad, don’t tell me what to | 


| do.” 
“But do you know— 
“I know my ship and my men,” 
| impressively. “Now you follow me.” 

He led the way and I stumbled after him 


’ I began furiously. 
| 
| down the dark, reeking passage to the hold. 


he said 


4 lantern swung there, throwing a dim light 
|so that the place looked like a dungeon. 
| The Captain seated himself on a box and 
motioned me to another. 
“Now then,” said he, “what's this talk of 
marooning and starvation you've been telling 
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%AIADDIN 
‘Readi-cutWay 


You can buy all the materials for a 
compiete home direct from the ALADDIN 


mills, and make big savings on the 
lumber, millwork, hardware and labor. 
2 floor plans. Living room, 
diningroom, kitchen, three 
in our mills cut-to-fit and ready to be 
nailed in place. Quantity production of standard 


*997 | 

ROOMS if a 
still maintain 


Readi-Cut 
The Aladdin system prepares all the lumber 
High Quality materials Aladdin homes are noted for. 


designs, with no lumber waste 
quote the very low prices we do, and 


room, dining room, kitch- 
en, two bedrooms. Any 
handy man can erect 
an Aladdin house. 


Lumber cut-to-fit; highest grade knotless, interior 
woodwork; beautiful, clear siding; flooring; windows; 
doors; glass; paints; hardware; nails; lath; shingles or roofing; 
together with complete instructions and drawings that make 
it easy for anyone familiar with tools toerect an Aladdin home. 


All Materials Readi-cut 
Reception hall, large 
| living room, din- 
ing room, kitchen, 
breakfast ‘nook, four 


We PayFreisht 


We guarantee safe arrival of complete ma- 
terials and PAY FREIGHT. You take absolutely 
no chance in dealing with the Aladdin Company. 


parece excellent plans. 
Can be built with or 
without fire place. 


Prompt Delivery 


Complete shipment of pt materials can be made with- 
in a few days after order is received. Aladdin's 22 
years’ success is proof that you can do as thousands 
of other home-builders do every year—SAVE money, 
time and annoyance by building an Aladdin home. 


$815 


6 ROOMS 
All Materials Readi-Cut 
4 plans. Living room, 
dining room, kitchen, 


three bedrooms or 2 bed 


rooms and bath 

Write today for your Free copy of the hand- 
somely illustrated Aladdin Catalog. It is 
just off the press and presents many 
new types of modern homes, garages 
and summer cottage s—33 styles with 99 
diffe rent floor plans for you to choose 
est mill TODAY, asking for No.352 


City. 


Ont. 


from! Address near 


THE ALADDIN CO., i Mich 


Witmington, N.C., Portiand, Ore., 


} 
i} 
) 
» 
Wim °198 
Prices Include | 
i 
4) 
6 ROOMS 
All Materials Readi-Cut 
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FREE Booklet, 
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want people to know its many uses; 

about its prompt benefits when used as 
a mouth wash following extractions; how it 
clears the nose and throat when 
used as a douche or gargle. Rec- 
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women for personal hygiene. 
We offer a free sample to any 
woman who will write. 


At Druggists, 35c, 60c, $1.20 or 
The MU-COL Company 
167 E. Tupper St. Buffalo.N. Y. 
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uick Acting “YOUTHRAY” 
For MEN and WOMEN 


Not a dye or henna. Not just a darkener 
that colors hair down to the scalp then 
leaves it gray again as it grows out. Not 
somethin ma have to keep on using. 
Entirely fi Perfectly harmless. 


NoStreaks,NoAfter-Graying at Roots 
Apply you to scalp. Restores original 
by repler ng natural color pigment thru hair 
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Juick results will wolutely amaze and satisfy you. 
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Method which kills the hair root 
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in the privacy of your own home. 

Send today 3 red stamps for Free Booklet. 
We teach Beauty Culture 


D. J. MAHLER 022.8 Mahler Park, Provideace, R. 


me? How did you get on that island any- 
way ?” 

It occurred to me that after all he couldn’t 

know the predicament we had re- 
been in, I decided to tell him as 
accurately as I could the horrors of our ex- 
perience on the island. He did not inter- 
rupt me while I spoke, but listened with 
his ponderous gaze fixed upon me 

He gave no sign of being moved 
interested by the story I had told 

‘And that’s all?” he asked in 
voice, when I had finished. 

‘That's all.” 

“T'll give you a bag of biscuits and set you 
on shore again, the two of you. Also a gun 
that you can pepper your chum with if he 


possibly 
cently 


or even 
him. 
his heavy 


bothers you again. That’s the best I can 
do for you.” 
“But see here,” I began, taken aback. 


E INTERRUPTED me with 4 brusque 

gesture. “I want no women on board 
this boat. I've been on boats all my life, 
and whenever a woman came aboard sooner 
or later there was hell to pay! And my 
crew aren't a set of angels, my lad. I don’t 
mind telling you what trade it is we're in.” 
He tapped the box he was sitting on, and 
then pointed to the piled cases that stretched 
far back of me in the gloom. “What do 
you suppose all this'll be?” he inquired with 


something like a leer 

“What do you mean?” 

I mean Ron Dominicana, Scotch and Rye 
and five hundred cases of cordials and 
wines !” 


So this was a rum schooner that we had 
stumbled aboard! She was bound from the 
Indies with her cargo to sell along the Ameri- 
can coast, to fight her way like a pirate 
through revenue cutters and coast guard 
patrols. And some of the mystery that sur- 
rounded this schooner and its hard-bitten 
crew was made clear. 

The Captain got up 
best I can do for you,” he 

My brain was moving swiftly. “Just a 
minute,” I said. “Suppose I could promise 
to make worth your while to land us in 
San Pedro?” 

“Il wouldn't take 
woman on board.” 

You don’t know who she is.” 

“I don’t care who she is.” 

“She’s the daughter of Bradford Kent,” 
I said 

In the very act of turning he halted and 
swung back. 

“What's that?” 

{ repeated, my 
faint whistle. 

“Bradford Kent! 
say so before?” 

“You see, you can expect to be paid well,” 
I said. I was triumphant though a little 
surprised at the effect the millionaire’s name 
had had upon him. 

For a long moment he did not answer. 
Then he gave a hoarse chuckle. 

“Better paid than you think, my lad!” he 
said 

“What do you mean?” 


slowly. “That’s the 
said again 


the risk, not with a 


he asked. 
information. He gave a 


Well, why didn’t you 


“VV ELL, what do you suppose Bradford 
Kent would pay me for landing his 
and sweet in Havana har- 
I'd be having hell's 


daughter all safe 


bor, say? Mind you, 
own job with my crew Sailors? They 
know more about blowing your brains out 


than handling a ship! What do you suppose 
it would be worth to me?” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” I said vaguely. “You 
could probably count on a couple of thou- 
sand at least.” 

“Suppose I asked for half a million?” he 
said. 

“Are you crazy?” I demanded. 

He shook his head. “No, I'm just lucky. 
Lucky Blake is what they call me, and my 
luck’s holding. It would be worth handling 
a dozen crews the like of mine for this job. 
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You've put the girl in my hands. [I'll hold 
her safe until the ransom comes through!’ 
“The ransom!” I said. 
He nodded. “A ransom of half a million 
dollars.” 
‘No, by God, 
He pulled a 


I said savagely 
of his pocket 


you don’t!” 
revolver out 


and levelled it at me. “Keep your shirt 

on, sonny,” he said. Then putting two 

fingers in his mouth, he whistled shrilly. 
“What are you going to do?” I asked. 


just as I promised. | 
Man Kent would pay 
judging from what you 


“Put you ashore, 
don’t reckon Old 
much for your hide, 
told me.” 

“Listen, vou can’t do this,” 
can’t I?” he asked. “Don’t make 
howl. You got a chum ashore to 
haven't you? Why you two will 
becoming loving friends.” He 
I heard footsteps, and saw 


Lucky 


I began. 


such a 
play with, 
end by 

chuckled again 
the figure of a man in the entrance. 


Blake, as he called himself, turned and 
stared. 

“That you, Johnny?” he said. “Where's 
Pete and Vasco?” 

“Gone ashore to fetch more water.” 

The Captain considered in his slow, 
thoughtful fashion 

“Well, when they come back, I want ’em 
to take this sea-lawyer here and set him 
on the beach. They better see me first.” 

He stepped outside, still holding his re 
volver. Then he swung the thick oak door 


and I heard the bolts shoot home. 


shut, 
N Y SENSATIONS and thoughts won't 
4 bear setting down. I stood without 
moving, looking around in the murk of the 
hold, with the lantern swinging above my 
head, and the cases piled on every side 
There were solid walls around me, the walls 
of the schooner’s and above me thé 
hatch had been battened when the cargo 
had been put aboard 

It wasn’t a prison that offered the least 
hope of escape, or that gave me a chance to 


sides, 


help myself. In an hour’s time, the door 
would be opened, and there’d be a rush for 
me. If I struggled they’d probably shoot 


me down. Ii I didn’t resist I'd be marooned 
again to meet with the mercy of Ricardo 
and Joyce would be left alone, with this 
crew of rascals around her. 

A dismal picture, you will admit, and my 
mind seemed incapable of making plans after 
all I had been through. 

But presently I explored among the cases, 
and feeling that a drink might buck up my 
spirits, I managed to tear off the cover of a 
box of brandies. I knocked off the top oi 
one bottle and took a swallow. 

It was strong, and I knew better than to 
take a second drink after the little food | 
had had. But one nip had warmed me, and 


set my blood moving faster. I'd gotten 
through everything so far, maybe I could 
still win. Maybe Lucky Blake wasn’t the 


only one with reason to think himself lucky | 
So presently I found myself putting to 


gether a rude plan. I thought it over care 
fully, and then waited with what patience 
I could. But my thoughts were occupied 
with Joyce. Had Blake told her what he 


had decided as yet? Had she wondered 
about my disappearance? Was she fright 
ened? But there was no sense in asking the 
thousand questions that poured into my head 
when I had no answers for any of them. 


PILED cases on top of each other so 

that I was finally able to reach the 
lantern and unhook it. Then I took up a 
position near the door and listened. ! 
thought I would be able to hear anyon 
who came down the passage. 

I was right about that. It must have beer 
more than an hour later, when I heard heav: 
footsteps and a mutter of voices. I ex 
tinguished my lantern immediately, and stoox 
back against the wall. The bolts were hauled 
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back and the door was opened. But the 
dim light from the passage did not pene- 
trate the blackness of the hold, and the men 
who had opened the door paused uncer- 
tainly. 

“Come out there, you!” one of them com- 
manded with an oath. I heard him step 
forward uncertainly, feeling his way in the 
darkness. “Hi, there, Vasco, fetch a light!” 
said another voice. I immediately hurled 
the bottle of brandy I had opened with all 
my force into the farther corner. It splin- 


tered with a crash. There was a sudden 


rush in that direction, and whoever it was 
that guarded the door, incautiously stepped 
inside. Ducking low, and making as little 
noise as possible, I made for the doorway. 
In the uproar and confusion of voices, I got 
out safely 

Breathing hard, I slipped down the pas- 
sage. I remembered the cabin in which Joyce 
had been locked, and in a minute I was be- 
fore the door. At the same instant a figure 
lurched down the companionway and shouted 
at the sight of me. I called to Joyce and 
turned the handle of the door helplessly. 
Then I saw that the key was still in the 
lock. I twisted it, stepped inside, and pant- 
ing, locked it from within, at the same in- 
stant that a heavy body drove against the 
stout wood in an effort to crash it open. 

I turned to see Joyce confronting me with 
a white face. She was trembling. 

“Don’t leave me!” she said. “Don’t ever 
leave me again!” 


UT before I could comfort her, there 
was a heavy pounding on the door, and 
I caught the sound of Lucky Blake’s voice. 
“See here, my lad,” he called, “this’ll be 
your last chance to come out alive. If you 
don’t, you'll leave the schooner feet fore- 
most! Now then what’s your answer?” 
I laughed out loud and told him where 
he could go. I heard him move slowly off. 
I glanced around the small cabin. Its 
roof was raised above the deck and there 
were two oblong skylights that served for 
ports. I knew it was from these I was in 
the greatest danger of attack. The door was 


stout enough to hold against anything except | 


an explosive. 

I put Joyce behind me, and began to ex- 
plore the cabin feverishly in the hope of 
finding a weapon of some kind. I had about 
given up the search, when I came upon an 
old-fashioned army revolver lying at the 
back of a shelf. 

There was a furious pounding at the door- 
way as if some one was trying to batter it 
in. At the same instant, a crash of broken 
glass war.ed me that the battering at the 
dvor had been only a stratagem. As I 
whirled, I saw an arm thrust through the 
splintered skylight, pointing a pistol directly 
at me. Faces crowded there, peering in. 
The pistol wavered into an aim. 

With a scream, Joyce flung herself in front 
of me. The man who aimed at me pulled 
the trigger, but at the same instant someone, 
seeing Joyce, knocked his arm up. The re- 
port filled the cabin and the smoke went up 
in a cloud, but the bullet imbedded itself 
harmlessly in the opposite wall. 

Joyce had saved my life at the risk of 
her own, but I couldn’t consent to crouch 
behind her like that. I stepped out and 
opened fire, my bullet breaking through the 
second skylight. I thought I heard some- 
one give a cry of pain, but I wasn’t sure. 
Then all at once I heard a sharp command, 
and they all made a tumbling rush together. 
I saw one man pitch headforemost through 
the skylight, cutting himself on the jagged 
glass. Others—a mass of faces, arms, and 
bodies—struggled there. It was plain enough 
they meant to rush in and overpower me at 
close range. I ran back and unlocked the 
cabin door, caught Joyce by the arm, and 
sped up the companionway. The deck was 
clear. I raced for the bow, hid Joyce behind 
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INSTRUMENTS 


coiled while I 
capstan. 

and they scattered, 
gunwales and open- 


a thick mound of rope, 
crouched behind the 

Blake barked an order 
stealing along under the 
A rain of lead seemed 


ing fire as they did so 
to fall around me. One bullet hit the iron 
capstan with a dull smashing sound. I fired 


but the old revolver shot 
At last I clicked it 
and with a curse of 


as I could, 
and I hit no one 
on an empty chamber, 
despair, caught it by the barrel. I saw 
myself fighting helplessly, then thrown over- 
board into the shark water, my body rid- 
dled with bullets. 


as well 
wildly 


I rubbed my eyes and 

stared, for at the stern a figure had 
drawn itself up dripping from the sea, the 
figure of a magnificently built man, bronzed 
as an Indian, powerful as a tiger. It was 
Ric ardo! 

Carrving something 
stone axe, he fell upon 
behind. They turned in 
rible flail in his hand thrashed 
left. I saw it strike the skull of one 
and crush it like an eggshell. 

Blake, roaring like a maniac, endeavored 
to make himself heard above the din. I saw 
him empty his revolver at the savage. I 
could swear there was blood on Ricardo’s 
breast, but he gave no sign he was even 
hurt, as he fought on. By this time I had 
run from my hiding place and picked up a 
revolver that had fallen from the hands of 
a dead man. I fired it at Blake, but missed. 

But the men, though they were attacked 
only by the two of us, suddenly went into a 
panic I saw three of them go over the 
side to the dory that was tied there, an- 
other went down before Ricardo’s primitive 
weapon. Blake tried his revolver, and flung 
it down as he found it empty. But he did 
not lack courage. He closed with Ricardo 
like a wrestler. The savage picked him up, 
bent his head back on his neck until it 
seemed to snap and tossed him into the 
sea And then the two remaining men 
jumped over into the dory with their com- 
panions. I saw them pulling away from 
the schooner as if a devil were after them. 

Ricardo came slowly down the empty deck 


HEN suddenly 


looked 
assailants from 
The ter- 
right and 
man 


that like a 
our 


surprise 


towards me. His eyes were somber. I 
made no move, only watching him, help- 
lessly Despair had at last robbed me of 


will and strength. 


E HAD rescued us, but what did the 
rescue mean after all? Lucky Blake 
was gone, and all his hard-bitten crew was 
dead or scared off. But Ricardo remained 
—Ricardo stronger than any man, with the 
simple heart of a savage 
I closed my eyes for a moment and felt 
Joyce’s trembling fingers steal into mine. 
When I opened them again Ricardo was still 
coming towards us, very slowly. In another 
minute he would most likely pick me up 
like a chip, to toss me overboard to the 
sharks. In another moment his arms would 
be around Joyce. I tried to gather myself 
together for the last desperate conflict, to 
die at least like a man, fighting. I tried to 
blind myself to the certainty of the outcome, 
and to the horror of what awaited the girl 
I loved. 
Ricardo moved on, still slow, still deliber- 
ate. Then all at once I caught my breath. 


For his eyes were not directed at me with 
ferocity, nor at Joyce with the look I feared 
to see. In his gaze, which was fixed on 
Joyce, I read, with a leap of startled under- 
standing, something I had not expected to 
see. I don't know how to describe it. I 
don’t know what to say except that it was 
a look of profound and wondering adora- 
tion such as a man might offer a goddess 

And while I still stared, he flung himself 
forward on the deck, his head prostrated, 
his whole attitude one of devotion and awe. 

Had he seen in Joyce a resemblance to 
the picture of his dead mother, a creature 
akin to her, come strangely to life on his 
Secret Island? What was it that moved 
him? But in that instant I realized his 
pursuit had been the pursuit of a worshipper, 
and that to him Joyce was no less than a 
veritable divinity ! 

Her woman's instinct had told her all this 
before it came home to me. She broke 
away from my arm, and there was no fear 
in her now. She stooped and touched him, 
and I heard his murmuring voice, with its 
accent of humility, and its language that had 
no vocabulary save sound. 

I don’t know what it was that happened 
then, except that presently we three made 
our way to the cabin. And there Ricardo 
stood very docile, and unflinching, as Jovce 
and I tried to dress his wounds, which after 
all were only superficial. 

Then Joyce lay down, and I motioned 
Ricardo to come out on deck. He followed 
me now, as if Joyce’s contact with me had 
somehow also made me sacred. I tried to 
show him what it was I wanted. I did 
not dare risk another fight with the men 
on shore, and I was anxious to get up sail 
as soon as I could, before they rallied for 
an attack. Evidently he knew something 
about handling a boat, or else he had more 
reasoning power than I credited him with, 
for he fell to and helped me clear the decks 
of the debris left by the battle and make 
ready for sailing. 


O IT was that three days later, we got 

into the harbor of San Pedro under fair 
winds. Shall I tell you the rest? Shall I 
tell you how I found little Matthews, who 
greeted me with affection and pleasure, and 
welcomed me to Los Muertos more heartily 
than before? Shall I tell how it was we lo- 
cated an anxious and distraught Bradford 
Kent, and how finally we cabled to Spain, 
and waved good-by to Ricardo de la Torre, 
on the way to the home of his relatives? 

These things are not in the story I set out 
to tell; rather they form the end of that 
story. 

I am a planter now in the winter months 
and between spring and fall Joyce and I 
spend much of our time in New York. The 
memory of our dark and terrible adventure 
has receded into the past, and there is hap- 
piness for both of us, and peace. 

We have heard from Spain, from Ricardo’s 
connections, who tell us he is learning as a 
child learns. Some day perhaps we shall 
meet again and hear from his own lips of 
his lonely experiences on the Secret Island, 
his struggle to keep alive, and his sensations 
when he first saw Joyce and felt that a god- 
dess had come out of the universe. He has 
learned otherwise now; or perhaps I should 
say that I have come to think as he did! 
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He had friends, he had money, he had youth, 
and the future was his. But nothing could 
shake off his lethargy. He did not want 
sympathy. He has had enough of that. But 
he was simply unable to rise above the night- 
mare of a prison cell. 


HE agony,” he said, “of a sensitive per- 

son being stared at by prison visitors 
while he mutely walks past them in single file 
with his mates can never be realized. Every 
time I endured this torture I lay awake all 
night. I never wanted to come out of pris- 
on alive. It seems an injustice that I did. 
“Every morning I would go to my work 
in the field with a former warden of Atlanta 
prison, new almost blind, and a former 
governor of a Middle Western state. We 


The Love Pirate 


[Continued from page 29] 


He was waiting on the club veranda. I 
gasped when I saw him. He seemed so 
much more boyish in white flannels, and a 
blue blazer coat. The night before, Stanley 
Yerkes, in dinner clothes, had given me the 
impression that he was a cold, sophisticated 
man of the world. Now, he had all the 
warmth and informality of youth! Could 
clothes work such a miracle or— 


ELLO, Sally,” he said, and some of 
the bunk I had prepared to hand him 
melted out of my mouth. 

“Hello there,” I answered. “I’m so glad 
to see you're back safe.” 

“I had one little scare on the return 
jump. Had to light on the water and 
tinker with my engine. First time it ever 
went wrong.” 

I looked at him, and a funny little feel- 
ing passed over me . . . “How’s Monsieur?” 
I asked 

“Fine! 
swered. 

We both seemed to run out of conversa- 
tion at this moment. Yet, I had prepared 
one thing after another to shoot at him. 
Maybe those things would come easier after 
we got into swimming suits. “Shall we get 
into swimming togs?” I asked. 


He sent his regards,” Stanley an- 


“Lordy! I almost forgot. We're going 
to take a swim. Of course, we'll change 
right away. Have you got a locker and 


everything ?” 
“Yes, I’m all set. See you on the beach 
n about ten minutes—” 


“Right-o!” and he was gone. 

Away from the unexpected magic of 
Stanley Yerkes in sports clothes I was 
tempted to laugh at myself. It seemed 


absurd that I hadn’t been up to handing 
him the great line I’d rehearsed for his sole 
benefit. 

“It must be the climate,” I thought. A 
chap might look younger in flannels and a 
blue blazer than in dinner clothes, but surely 
a change of suits couldn’t change a man’s 
whole personality. “He didn’t seem the 
least indifferent or sophisticated or con- 
temptuous.” Then a suspicion seized me. 
Was he just throwing away his pretended 
indifference because he felt he had already 
victimized me. I was instantly up in arms. 


When I left the locker rooms I was again 
all set to lure him into my planned trap. 


What Prison Did to 
My Friend Earl Carroll 


[Continued from page 49] 


became fast friends in that secretive way 
that prisoners have. 

“Last night for the first time I walked up 
Broadway with its glitter of lights and rush 
of gaiety and every step of the way my 
thoughts were on those poor souls in barren 
cells staring wide-eyed at the ceiling and 
praying for sleep that does not come.” 

And after a long silence he said he was 
going. Not once had he smiled. Not once 
had a word of censure passed his lips. He 
was just a man and a very young man 
broken on the wheel of life. 

As he passed down the hall to the elevator | 
it seemed to me he might be a tired old | 
man. 

“And that,” I thought, 
does to a man.” 


“is what prison 


This was no time to be easy because a man | 
seemed very boyish and appealing in beach | 
togs. 

Stanley Yerkes in a dinner suit was a 
good-looking man; in beach togs he was 
an appealing boy; but in a bathing suit, 
Stanley made me dizzy! 

“You're positively too thrilling,” I said, 
and while I meant it for “come-on” banter, 
it was the truth. The tan of his face deep- | 
ened, and flushed downward until his wide, 
beautifully muscled shoulders and chest 
were stained a berry brown. 

“I wish I had an honest camera to take 
your picture,” he said, and the warmth of 
the Florida sun shone in the blue eyes that 
Miami girls had complained were cold and 
indifferent. 

“Now, Mister Flattering Flyer, none of 
that. It doesn’t sound right for a man 
with your ice-bound reputation to be say- 
ing things like that. I’m the only one in 
this party who can honestly bally-hoo the 
other.” 

Just then I turned around and saw 
Carlita watching someone with the queerest 
sort of a look on her face. It was the look 
of a person who has suddenly made a dis- 
covery. Then I realized that she was look- 
ing at Stanley Yerkes, and he was looking 
at me. An inexplicable agitation possessed 
me. I got up feeling that I must move 
about. 

“Want to go in now?” Stanley asked. 


“Yes, let’s!” I said and dashed into the 
surf. 

E STRUCK out together for deep 

water. He swam beautifully, his head 


bobbing through the white breakers like a 
golden crown. 

The guards were shouting at us to come 
back. He turned to me, treading water. 
“T have to laugh,” he said, but his voice 
was terribly serious, “at being called back | 
a few yards from shore when I often come 
down on water miles and miles from land, 
and might have to swim to save myself 
any old time.” 

His words brought a picture to me. I 
saw his blond head, bobbing like a golden 
crown in vast, empty seas, and my heart 
suddenly hurt me. We stroked back into 
the surf, and waded to the dry beach. | 

I guess it was the firm hard sand under- | 
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foot that made me myself again. I re- 
membered why I had met him on the 
beach. Carlita was waiting up on the sand 
for me to do my stuff. I turned to him: 

“I’m going to take you riding, darling, 
to exercise my car. It needs a run. Don’t 
say no,” I said. 

Lights glowed brightly in his eyes. 

“Of course I'll go, Sally,” he answered, 
and we ran toward the Club together. 

I did not dare think as I dressed, nor 
even when we climbed into my roadster. 

“My car’s near the gate. I wonder if 
you'd mind giving Monsieur a ride in your 
rumble deck?” 


VEN at this question I dared not think. 

I didn’t want to wonder if the dog 
would hate me for what was going to hap- 
pen. So I just nodded mechanically. A few 
moments later, Monsieur was behind us on 
the rumble seat, and we were flying up the 
coast 

I talked as I drove, such talk as might 
give any man reason to think he had made 
a tremendous hit with me. All of my re- 
hearsed come-ons flowed as I had planned 
them, and yet Stanley Yerkes.did not make 
the moves I expected him to. He did not 
say the things I wanted him to say, so 
that I could turn on him as I had schemed 
to do for Carlita’s sake. On the contrary 
he was strangely silent, as if his~ thoughts 
were miles away. Perhaps in Cuba! I 
might have accused him justly then of the 
utmost indifference. But, queerly enough, 
I suddenly didn’t want to believe he was 
honestly indifferent to me. I did not know 
what I wanted to believe, and because I 
didn’t there was panic in my heart. 

The dashboard clock said five-thirty. We 
were ten miles from home. I turned about 
with the realization that it was now or 
never. Something told me I could never 
go through another experience like this 
with Stanley Yerkes. Once more I gave 
him his openings. I let him think he had 
made the greatest of hits with me. Finally 
he said 

“Yesterday this time I didn’t have any 
idea of being back in Miami today. Sally, 
can you guess why I came back?” 

So at last he was about to say what I 
had been waiting for! 

“Did you come because—because you felt 
that I wanted to see you?” I asked. My 
face was burning and there were flames deep 
down inside of me. 

He was slow to answer, and in that 
moment I had to fight the hardest bat- 
tle I'll ever have to fight. I had to fight my- 
self, heart and soul for Carlita’s sake. Be- 
cause suddenly and magically, I knew that 
I loved Stanley Yerkes; that I had loved 
him from the first. How could I play 
the game for Carlita’s sake? Here was 
the man I knew I loved. How could I 
drive him from me? 

At last he said: “Yes, Sally, I came 
because I thought—” he paused as if un- 
certain of his next words. 


ERE was the chance I had deliberately 

fished for. A little encouragement from 
me, and he would say what would give me 
my cue to turn on him. Yet this chance 
was now the last thing in the world that I 
wanted to take advantage of. But, I had 
to shoot square with my girl friend 

“Yes, yes, go on. What did you think?” 
I coaxed. I bit my lips and set myself 
to attack him. 

“I thought you wanted to see me,” he 
said, and tried to take my hand. 

“Oh! you did, did you?” I snapped, 
jerking my hand away. “You thought I 
wanted to see you. So, that’s your game? 
I thought so. You pose indifference but when 
you think a girl has fallen for you, you’re 
willing to put yourself out a little. You 
poor conceited boob,” I went on, my hands 
shaking madly against the wheel, “you’ve 
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got another think coming quick,” and I 
tore into Stanley . Yerkes with words I 
never want to see on paper as long as I live. 

I told him that I had seen through his 
game; that I knew he posed as the man 
indifferent to women just to get them. I 
told him that I had deliberately led him 
up to this just to snap him out of himself, 
just to show him what was what. 

The car had stalled in the middle of the 
road, and was chugging there when I 
shouted a last hysterical denunciation at 
him. His face seemed very white and old 
in the dusk. His lips moved two or three 
times before they made a sound. 

“You—you're sure you believe all these 
terrible things, about me?” he asked. 

“Of course,” I cried. 

His lips moved again, but not a word 
came, and in that silence I felt my heart 
breaking. Another moment of it, and I 
would have told him the truth. But, now 
he was getting out of my car. He tried to 
straighten up, but his shoulders remained 
stooped. His hand went up, and his fingers 
snapped dully. “Come on, Monsieur, we're 
walking home,” he said. 


HE dog, a great furry black shadow, 
stood looking at me with big brown 
wistful eyes 

Call him,” I said, feeling as if I were 
about to choke. 

“Come on, boy,” he called, and the dog 
went to him. I slammed the door, and 
stepped on the gas. 

Ten minutes later I was in the apart- 
ment with Carlita. Brushing aside her 
questions I told her how I had turned on 
Stanley Yerkes. When I finished I burst 
into sobs. Carlita helped me to the divan. 

“Oh, Sally!” she groaned. 

I flung myself face down to try and 
control myself. “Let me alone. I’m all 
unstrung from telling him all that,” I cried. 

I don’t know what Carlita did for the 
next half hour. I only know that I lay 
and sobbed into the divan. I remember 
nothing but heartache until she called me 
again in a frightened sort of voice: 

“Sally, honey, can I talk to you now? 
I've got to or I'll die.” 

“What?” I moaned, not caring much if 
she did die. Not caring if the whole world 
died. I wanted to die myself. What was 
the use of living? I had driven the man 
I loved away with a lot of lies. I didn’t 
really believe the things I had said to him. 


H! IT’S awiul, Sally. You're going 

to hate me for what I’m going to say, 

but I've got to say it now. It’s the truth, 

honey, and after all you tried to do for me. 
Oh dear.” 

I looked up at Carlita. Through my 
own tears I saw she was crying: 

“Sally, Sally,” she wailed, “it’s just awful, 
but I don’t love him any more. I can’t! 
I couldn't! Not after what you told me 
about the way he took your bawling out, 
and just walked home. It spoiled some- 
thing. I wanted him to turn on you. To 
dominate you, show you superb contempt. 
Oh! I thought he was going to be just 
like Mussolini.” 

“For pity’s sake what’re you saying, Car- 
lita?” I asked. 

“I don’t love him any more,” she said. 
“I—I just can’t love anybody except a 
Mussolini type of man. Anyhow, when I 
saw him look at you on the beach this 
afternoon I just knew he loved you. And 
Sally I believe you’re wild about him.” 

“You’re crazy,” I sobbed, and slumped 
back on the divan as if hit by some un- 
seen hand. My whole being burned with 
torture, terror, anger and panic. I had 
broken my own heart to help Carlita, for 
nothing! The little fool didn’t leve Stan- 
ley Yerkes because he hadn’t pulled a Mus- 
solini! I felt like leaping up and clawing 
her. 
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What a fool a girl is to try and help , 
another girl win a man! I wanted to rush | 
to the balcony and shout Stanley’s name to 
the skies; wanted to call him back to me 
and tell him the truth. But I could do 
none of these things. I could only slump 
there on the divan and cry. Aline and 
Peggy were entering the room. 

“Come on, girls, snap into it. We've got 
to ‘pirate’ up. It’s almost six-thirty,” Peggy 
said. Then she apparently saw something 
was wrong. “For Pete’s sake what’s hap- 
pened? Who's dead?” she demanded. 

Carlita jerked out a few words of ex- 
planation. 

“Well, thank heavens you've got over 
that,” Aline exclaimed. “And, now come 
on we'll all celebrate to the tune of ‘Yes— 
we have no Mussolini.’ Hey, Sally Malone, 
wake up, and join us,” she shouted. 


ARLITA said something that sounded 
like—“Let her alone. She’s all done up 
from that scene with him.” 

“Mrs. Cruickshank ‘phone us our partner 
numbers, Carlita?” demanded Peggy. 

“Yep, here’s the map, and our numbers,” 
Carlita said, and she spread a map of the 
Cruickshank’s estate on_a table. I got 
up to look at it indifferently. ‘“Here’s my 
place,” Carlita pointed out number seventy 
in a lawn tent Golly! it’s going to be 
hot stuff meeting Stanley Yerkes there, 
and laughing at him up my sleeve now. 
What a little goose I was!” Her words 
drove a knife through me. “And, look 
Sally, here’s your place. Number twenty. 
See? It’s in a little rose garden pergola.” 

“I’m not going,” I said. 

“Not going?” they chorused. 

“What's the idea! We'll carry you there 
if you talk that way. It’s going to be the 
B-I-G bust of the season,” cried Aline. 

“I’m all done up. I almost went into 
tantrums with that man.” | 

“You need something to make you forget 
it. Come on, here’s your outfit. You're 
going,” and Peggy pulled me into her room. 
A decision suddenly flamed in my mind. I 
would go to the party. Stanley would be 
there, but I wouldn’t see him. I would 
be gay. I would pretend I didn’t care. 
I would be the indifferent one this time. 

My old bravado returned, and I went off 
to the Cruickshanks, a little pirate girl, 
trying cruelly to fool herself into believing 
that she didn’t care for all the Stanley 
Yerkes in the world. 

The estate was like a fairyland with 
colored lights gleaming from all corners. 
Wild Gypsy music throbbed through the 
dusk, and there was a gay spirit of fiesta 
in the air, as gorgeously costumed women 
and the bold buccaneers rode up in wonder- 
ful cars. I went through the vast hall with 
the girls, not caring what had happened, or 
what was going to happen! It was silly 
to cry over spilled milk. And, yet— 


E DRIFTED across the lawns, and 

through the gardens to our rendezvous. 
My number, twenty, was in an opposite di- 
rection from the other girls down toward the 
parked cars. 

The purple dusk had thickened. The 
western sky was a bolt of flamingo red. 
Stars were peeping out of the East where 
Cuba lay. The colored lights glowed like 
red, green, orange, and blue fireflies now. 
A band of Gypsy musicians strolled towards 
me, playing a Romany love song that filled 
my heart with vain yearnings. A vision of 
Stanley Yerkes in his beach togs came to 
me. Then another of him swimming in 
lonely empty seas. 

“Oh! I wish I hadn’t come. I wish I'd 
stayed home so I could do nothing but 
ery,” I said. But, my rose pergola was 
before me. I was to meet a man in there. 
I hoped he’d drop dead or something. Then 
I slipped through the opening in the high 


hedge and sank down on a great wicker | 
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chaise-longue. I wanted to cry but I didn’t 


dare 

There were steps outside, steps that 
sounded above the Gypsy music, and the 
gay voices. I got up to meet my partner. 


A tall wide pirate shadow loomed through 
the hedge opening. My heart turned over 
as I recognized Stanley Yerkes in the trap- 
pings of a buccaneer. An incoherent sound 


broke through my lips, and I swayed 
dizzily. 

He took a few steps toward me and we 
stood looking into each other’s eyes. But 
in the half-light he could not read what 
was in mine nor could I tell what was in 
his. I could only hear his voice saying: 


“I'm sorry. There must be some mistake. 
I was supposed to meet Miss Vincenti here. 
I'll go and get this straightened out.” 
But he did not go. He stood there for 
a moment as if to take a last look at me, 
and in that moment when all the world 
seemed deathly still a dog suddenly barked 
outside the pergola. 
Stanley Yerkes turned 
“Here, Monsieur,” he said 
The great black ball of a dog bounded 
through the hedge opening. The man 
leaned over to pet him, saying: “What 
made you leave the car, boy?” 
Monsieur rushed over me, 
going like an excited black plume. 
his head in my hands, and hugged 
while he licked the rouge off my face. 
looked up again the dog and I were alone 
in the pergola. Stanley Yerkes had gone. 
I threw myself down on the wicker couch 
and began to cry softly For a moment a 
great furry head pressed against my cheeks, 
and a tongue was licking my hand. Then 


away from me: 


his tail 
I caught 

him 
When 


to 


s pity akin to love? 
eMarch SMART St 
the Next “Room,” 


love anyone 


“Does it sometimes grow into love? 
how I began by feeling sorry for 
and ended by loving him as I had never thought I could 
g him so much that I was even willing to help him 
win another girl because I knew he loved her 


too and I lay there, 
my very heart out. 
I don’t know how long I had been there 
alone when a dog’s short ecstatic bark 
startled me. I sat bolt upright and there 
was Monsieur tugging at Stanley Yerkes 
pirate boots, pulling him back me. I 
tried to stop crying but I couldn’t. The 
next moment Stanley was bending over me. 
Sally, Sally,” he said, “I can’t believe 
you meant all you said, and did to me this 
afternoon. Please, Sally, tell me you didn’t 
mean those things. Oh! Sally, don’t you 
understand? I love you, dear.” 
His arms went around me and I snuggled 
against his shoulder. 
“You don’t believe 
begged. 


Monsieur went away 
face down, sobbing 


to 


what you said?” he 


“No, no, Stanley. Oh! how can I ever 
tell you everything? I’ve been such a little 
fool, dear. The girls always said I was 
man-wise. I was sure I had you right— 
But I was wrong. All wrong! Kiss me, 
Stanley, heaps, and heaps and tell me you 
forgive me,” I begged. At our tenth kiss 


Monsieur shoved against us. 

“He’s getting jealous or lonesome, or some- 
thing,” laughed Stanley. 

“Oh! you big black darling,” 
kissed Monsieur too 

A moment later a trumpet blew the sum- 
mons for all good pirates to gather for the 


I cried, and 


rush to the yacht 
“I don’t want to go,” he said. 
“Neither do I, Stan, but I guess we've 


got to—and I want to let Carlita know her 


scheme of changing our numbers was a 
whizz,” I said, and we went out, arm and 
arm, Monsieur frisking about us like a 
puppy. 


I'll tell you in 


“Ghe in 


Misconduct 


[Continued from page 59] 


resolution. She put her fears behind her. 
“I does, Mis’ Deeming,” she said quietly, 
and unconsciously her hand went up. “I 
promises. So long as the breath o’ life is 
in my body I'll look after yo’ baby girl.” 


and a moment’s 
are my _ keys, 
Don’t let her 


was a sigh, 
then— “Here 
Mammy. You keep them. 
futher have them 

“This key is to my 
my baby is a big girl 
them, all of them.” 
perately against time, 
voice heard above the 
and the wind. 

‘This key is 


HERE 


pause, 


jewel case. When 
I want her to have 
She was talking des- 
making her weak 
drive of the sleet 


drawer with my 
private papers. Turn it over to Mr. Bow- 
man, the lawyer, and tell him what it is 
for. He will know what to do. Remember, 
Mammy, Willa’s uncle is her guardian, but 
if anything comes up you go to Mr. Bow- 
man. He'll know what to do. 

“This is to the linens—save 
them—for Willa’s home, some 
member, Mammy—you promised. 
ing and you promised!’ 

“I promises, Mis’ Deeming. I promises. 
So long’s the breath o’ life is in my body 
I's goin’ look after her like you would 
yo'se’f.” 

The hunted, worried 
face. “I—believe you, Mammy,” 
gasping voice. 


to the 


the best of 
day. Re- 
I'm dy- 


look left the wan 
came the 
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She was dead when my father came back 
from his race for the physician. 

His vows of repentance and reformation, 
heartrending to hear, over my mother’s 
coffin, were soon forgotten. After my uncle, 
the new guardian, moved into the big white 
house as directed by Mother's will, my 
father was seldom about. Instead he left 
me and Mammy pretty much to our own 
resources. His last visit was a few months 
before his death; and his interview with 
Mammy was very heated. 

After his departure she arrayed herself 
in unmistakable purple and called on 
Lawyer Bowman. He listened, and then 
the two went to the court-house to the 
chambers of Chancellor McGrail. 


I do not know what Chancellor McGrail 
told my father; but I do know that was 
the last time that he troubled us. 


Mammy was faithful to her promise. She 


guarded me, week in, year out as she would 
never have guarded anything of her own. 
At the slightest hint of interference she 


was off to Lawyer Bowman or Chancellor 
McGrail. 
ON SATURDAY afternoons, in the park 

of the littlke Southern town where I 
grew up. none of the other little girls shone 
more spotlessiy, or were in neater attire. 
Mammy knew that there were many things 
she did not know, but that she could always 
find someone who did. Never did I have to 


“UNCLE 
| 
; 
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lack for anything that she could give me. 

There were others who learned, too. One 
hot summer day another little girl and I 
squabbled over a hoop. I do not know 
who was right; but the other little girl’s 
nurse slapped me. 


Someone else had to take the little girl | 


home. Her nurse wasn’t able to after 
someone managed to pry Mammy off. Her 
Indian blood came to the surface in one 
rush; and after that no one laid a finger 
on me. 

Later, when I was at school, Mammy 
studied too, nights, alongside of me, so 
that she could hear my lessons. Perhaps 
what she got was not quite authoritative; 
but what I got was. 

Perhaps the best proof of Mammy’s un- 
wavering care was my engagement to Roger. 
The name of Wyatt stood for things, in 
Marion. 


NotHine was further from my mind 
than to row with Roger over Terry 
Averitt. For all that I really cared Terry 
might take a running start and jump in the 
creek, while Roger— 

If my next meeting with Terry had -hap- 
pened a month later, Roger probably never 
would have thought anything of it. But it 
was the next day. 

There was nothing premeditated about it. 
I was four or five blocks from home when it 
started raining very suddenly. Terry came 
by in his closed car and picked me up. 


Terry was by no means unattractive and | 
somehow the lift became a ride, and the | 


ride a long jaunt. 
he wasted no time on preliminaries that 
night. 

“IT tried to make it plain to you last 
night, Willa,” he said, “that I don’t like 
you to be with Averitt!” 

“But Roger, honey! The only—” 

“There can’t be any excuse! I told you 
only last night. You must not be seen 
with him any more!” 

Why is it that when you love someone 
and they are unreasonable because they mis- 


Roger learned of it and | 


understand something, you grow angry at | 


them and snap back instead of explaining? 
I knew that Roger did not understand, yet 
I answered hotly. 

“You don’t have to talk to me like that, 
Roger 

“I’m sorry, Willa, but I have to make it 
absolutely plain this time. I tried the other 
way last night.” 

“Roger Wyatt, 
order me around!” 

“I did not put that as an order. But 
you must see—” 


do you think you can 


EE that I mustn’t have a Wyatt’s 
\J future wife talked about! Look here, 
Roger, I don’t dictate who you shall have 
as friends; you can’t choose mine!” 

There was more, a lot more, but it was 
in the same strain. When Roger forgot 
his hat and went home we were still en- 
gaged but to say more would be an exag- 
geration. 

Roger should have known better than 
to talk to me like that. We had had too 
many clashes. If he had deliberately tried 
he could not have found a surer way of 
making me accept Terry Averitt’s invita- 
tion to go horseback riding the next after- 
noon. In more ways than one I was my 
father’s daughter. 

To be honest, 
more than a little bored with that ride. We 
stopped at Schmidt’s and had sandwiches 
and tea, but the food was terrible, and 
everything was disappointingly conventional. 

But as we rode back through the dusty 
streets of the sleepy little Southern town 
we ran full upon Roger. He barely touched 
his cap to me. 

I knew that there would be wa: when 


Roger came to take me to the dance that 


night; but I was mistaken. 
123 


I was disappointed and | 
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Roger did not wait for night. He came 
straight on out to my house. He was 
madder than I had imagined he could be, 
and he came right to the point. 

“I've done my best to tell you that you 
mustn't be seen with Averitt,” he ended. 


“I tried to tell you gently. Apparently you 
can’t understand that. All right then, here 
it is, straight from the shoulder! I forbid 
you, flatly, to have anything more to do 
with that man. Half the town saw you 
riding with him today Those who don't 
know suspect that he took you to Schmidt’s 
road-house. I forbid you doing more than 
speaking to him again. I believe I have 
that right!” 
“So you've spying on me!” I said, 
and immediately was sorry I had used so 
strong a term. But it was out, and I had 
to go on. “You think, do you, that you 
have the right to boss me. I’m very sorry. 
But I don’t! I'll do what I please!” 
“Remember, Willa, you're my fiancée! 
So long as that is true I have the right—” 
he paused suddenly and stared at the object 


been 


I had dropped into his hand. “What's 
this?” 

“Your ring,” I said. The Deeming temper 
had taken hold of me and I wanted only 


“T think that 
to 


to hurt as I had been hurt. 
our misunderstanding as 


will clear up ‘ 
what rights you have over me,” and I left 
him. 


Urs? AIRS, alone in my bedroom, I heard 
the front door slam. I would notcry. I 
let myself I could under- 

now, for the first time, why 
in his rages used to take from 
the man-killing stallion and ride 
him, ride him, ride him, hour after hour, 
until both he and the horse were exhausted. 
The very slightness of the thing about which 
we had quarreled added to my fury. That 


would not cry. 
stand fully 
my father 


the stable 


any man should have dared to talk to me 
like that! 

He was not coming to take me to the 
dance? As if that mattered! With my re- 
sentment grew two resolutions I was 
going to that dance tonight; and, I was 
going to show Roger that I could enjoy 
myself without him 

I dressed carefully. Whatever else hap- 
pened, I must look the best I had ever 


looked. I was almost satisfied when I left 
Mammy in the dressing room and stepped 
out on the dance floor. 

I had come late purposely. I did not 
know whether Roger was coming or not, 
but as I entered I saw him. Others, too, 
had seen him; and when he did not come 
across the floor to meet me but started 
dancing with Fanny Lou Lawrence I saw 
them begin excited, satisfied comments, one 
to the other. The vultures were gathering 
for the feast upon the news of our broken 
engagement. 


HERE was but one thing I could do: 
have a wilder, happier, more popular 
at that dance than I had ever had before. 
boys helped. There were a number 
who always showed me a good 
the dances, half-earnestly pretend- 
fight for me, never letting any man 
too long, dating me up far ahead 
for the intermissions. There were Tommy 
Lee, and Grady Hopkins, and Val Law- 
rence, a bunch of others and Terry. 

By being nice to Terry Averitt I could 
prove that I was eagerly sought after by 
other men, and I could hurt Roger. 


time 

The 
of them 
time at 
ing to 
have me 


I tried to do that. God knows I tried. 
Nothing else could have made me as nice 
as I was to Terry Averitt. I gave him 
every dance that I could. I sat out dances 
and intermissions with him and I tried to 
make it as noticeable as I could. 

Terry played back beautifully. He 
scarcely danced with anyone else; and when 
someone else broke and claimed me, Terry 
hardly let us get around the floor before 
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he was breaking again. Nothing could have 
suited me better and I hid my delight 
from neither Terry nor Roger. 

As the dance went on Terry’s attentions, 
instead of diminishing, grew. Nor did I 
discourage him in the slightest. 

Late, after the second intermission, he 
came over and broke on Tommy Lee as we 
were dancing a slow waltz in the far corner 
of the hall. “Come on,” he commanded 
steering me toward the entrance. “Let’s 
go get a drink!” 

I looked my 

“Over at my 
and his wife are 
Governs. We don't 


inquiry at him. 

apartment Crownshield 
coming, and the Mc- 
want any more.” 


So far as I could 
I shouldn't, 


THOUGHT rapidly 

see there was no reason why 
unless I wanted to be obedient to Roger 
Wyatt's orders. “All right,” I nodded. 
“Let me get my shawl. I won't be gone a 
second.” 

“You won't 
“My car's closed; 
but a minute or so.” 

His house was dark, and the other cars 
had not yet arrived. Terry drives fast. 
He dismounted and opened the door on my 
side. 

“They'll be here in a second,” he sug- 
gested, “let’s open up and start mixing the 
cocktails.” 

I did not want to but I saw no very good 
reason to refuse. The others would be 
along in just a moment; and a girl feels 
like a fool with that “How dare you, sir!” 
stuff that went out of style with trailing 
skirts. 

“Can I help you, Terry?” I asked. 
nodded. 

“Wish you would. 
bring the stuff into the living room. 
just a second.” 

It was considerably longer than a second 
that Terry was busy in the back. I looked 
about the living room. It showed to a 
woman’s eye that Mrs. Averitt was no 
longer at home keep things running 
properly. 

An automobile chugged 
I went to the window to make sure it was 
the others. It did not stop. For the first 
time a question began to enter my mind. 

It could not have taken them this long 
to come over to Terry Averitt’s from the 
dance. Had Terry misunderstood my ob- 
vious encouragement of his attentions? 

Minutes passed. I heard Terry coming 
back with the ice and the ginger ale; and 
still there was no sign of the others. 

When he entered, I knew. Terry had 
made preparation for just two. He was 
not expecting anybody else. 

Terry set down the ice and ginger ale 
and came over toward my chair. I did 
not move. ‘“Where're the others, Terry?” 
asked. 

“They. 


wrap,” Terry said. 
we won't be gone 


need a 
and 


He 


I'll crack the ice and 
Wait 


to 


down the street. 


must have been delayed,” he said, 
and laughed. He sprawled across the side 
of my chair, and began putting an arm 
about me. I shook my head. 

“Nope,” I told him. “Wrong guess, 
Terry.” 

“Don’t quit being 
“Don't be a prude.” 

“You know I’m no prude, Terry,” I 
handed him back his arm. “And neither 
am [I a philanthropist.” 


nice to me,” he said. 


E LAUGHED at that, and was begin- 
ning to get up when I heard the lock 


of the front door click 

Terry was still on the arm of my chair 
when the door was thrown wide open. I 
was surprised, but not alarmed. I must 
have misjudged Terry, I was thinking; he 
really had asked the others, after all. Then 
I saw Terry's face. 

The “others” who had arrived were a 


stranger in square-toed shoes and a derby, 


i 

i 
\ 
a 
} 
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fat Mrs. Satcher of the merciless tongue, i 
lave and Terry Averitt’s wife. 
ight Mrs. Averitt was surprised, and did not 
try to hide it. “Willa Deeming!” she cried, 
ons, and I knew from her tone that she had 
d I not expected to find me there. The man 
remained silent; but I saw Mrs. Satcher 
he smile a little “I thought so” sort of a smile. 
we I began to grow cold inside. 
‘ner It was plain what had happened. Roger 
led, had told me that Mrs. Averitt wanted to 
et’s “get the goods on Terry” and evidently she b 
had been summoned for that purpose by | 
her hired watcher. 
ield 
Mic- UT that was not what frightened me. I s x 
could convince Mrs. Averitt. I could 
convince the detective. But I was certain 
uld what Mrs, Satcher was going to do. I re- ree roo at 
n't, membered the little Mayfield girl who had Bg 
ger worked as secretary to Judge Lawrence a 
led. and what Mrs. Satcher had done to her. 
ea She would nod her head “of course” when ‘a 
the others listened, and were satisfied as * 
rid. to what really had happened. And then ° 
one she would go away to start. She would Can e uic y edaduce i 
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= at Mrs. Satcher. Shall I mix you one? 
he asked. “I had mine before you came.” Ld 
- That excessively good lady sat up erectly. 
“Thanks,” she said coldly. “I do not j 
i drink!” To me it seemed that she was 
le disappointed about something. Roger smiled I i 
gently. 
. “Then I expect,” he said quietly, “Willa f 
and I had better get back to the dance. 
d Finish your drink, honey, and we'll ask 
de them to excuse us.” 4 
“ I was very quiet as Roger tucked me in q 
his roadster and clicked on the switch. As oO oO 
‘ he shifted into gear and drove away neither 
of us spoke. We still were silent as he 
d braked his car to a halt and quietly, - 
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keep the ‘obey’ in the ceremony. I think 
I'd like it!” 

“Forgive you!” said my Roger; and he 
reached for me. He did not have to say 
more; the tones in his voice were enough. 
For the briefest instant I held him off: 

“But tell me first what were you doing 
in Terry Averitt’s kitchen? How did you 
happen to be there?” 

“I wasn’t in Averitt’s kitchen at first,” 
Roger said. “I got to the house just in 
time to see those others going in. Mrs. 
Averitt had a key; and they were in such 
a hurry they didn’t close the outside door. 
I saw trom the hall what was up; and I 
went into that kitchen and slammed to- 


an you imagine a bunch of doughboys broke in ‘Paris 


gether a drink in nothing flat. That was 
the only way cut then.” 

“But Roger! How did you happen to 
follow us? How did you know where 
I'd gone? You weren't even in the dance 
hall when I left.” 

“I just obeyed orders, honey. 

“When Averitt asked you to go you'll 
remember it was just outside the dressing- 
room door. Mammy did everything, Willa. 
She found me; and the way she talked 
to me was a caution. She sent me hot- 
footing to get you. Good old Mammy!” 

I didn’t hold Roger off any longer. 
“Good old Mammy! God bless her!” I 
murmured from the shelter of his arms. 


especially if they 


hadn’t eaten since breakfast? (an you picture them following a beautiful 
mamselle” into an expensive looking restaurant and-ordering a swell feed with 


all the trimmings 
for it! 


“Being doughboys you'd expect them to find a way out. 


knowing they hadn’t a “sou” among them with which to pay 


Chey did, as 


you'll discover when you read how they earned their “““Ftam and Eggs a la 
Love” in March SMART SET 


Is the Double Standard Unfair 


to You Women? 


[Continued from page 61] 


Yes, there is no denying the fact that you 
women love, have loved, and will continue 
to love 

Love, to you 
necessity. 

The question is not one of love or no 
love The question is what are you 
doing with that love once it is yours? 


women, is an _ instinctive 


ON’T get the impression that the double 
standard grew out of thin air. The 
double standard has causes and reasons be- 
hind it. And, curiously enough, it gradually 
came into being that it might be a source 
of benefit to you women, not a detriment. 
Whether it is selfish and one-sided, or 
whether it is unfair and lets the men down 
too easily, is beside the point here. The 
point is: Does the double standard benefit 
women after all? 

You women apparently think it does not, 
else so many of you would not be imitating 
men’s social prerogatives in this respect. 

You think that if man can be unfaithful 
and get away with it that you can too. 

You conclude that if man wants love with- 
out marriage or other restrictions that you 
ought to want unrestrained love as well as he. 

You figure that so long as man laughs at 
moral perfection for himself you needn’t 
bother trying to be morally superior 

On the surface this sort of argument 
sounds quite reasonable. It is distinctly 
alluring 

But have you not overlooked that mater- 


| nal side of your make-up, which the lady 


| last quoted, stressed? 


Have you not, un- 
wittingly, fallen into the error of assuming 
that man is built the same as you are, thinks 
as you do, acts the way you do, feels emo- 
tions that are identical with yours? 


URTHER questioning of the women 

who made the statements cited in the 
beginning revealed that this was exactly 
what they had assumed. They started from 
the premise that men and women are ab- 
solutely alike in all respects but gender. 

And, of course, no greater fallacy has ever 
been perpetrated. 

It is astonishing how many of your sex 
hold to this view. 

“I can’t see where we are so different,” 
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retorted a woman friend of mine with whom 
I was discussing the subject. “You men like 
to say we are because it makes you feel sort 
of superior. We have the same mental facul- 
ties that you do: reasoning, memory, imagi- 
nation, powers of comparison and inference, 
and all the rest of them.” 

“But do you think women feel the same 
as men?” I persisted. “Do you consider 
the emotional structure of the two sexes 
identical ?” 

“Well, no,” she admitted grudgingly. 
“Perhaps not that. But what of it?” 

You women possess the same intellectual 
faculties, yes. But your emotions are so 
different that they affect and influence the 
intellectual until they actually become dif- 
ferent too. 

You women are more intuitive, for ex- 
ample. You make keen emotional guesses; 
you “feel” things, where men must labori- 
ously reason them out. 

Your emotions are less siable and fixed. 
You change more readily than men. You are 
less conservative. You are practical. You 
take short cuts. Your imagination is keener. 
All of which, quite naturally, influences your 
mental outlook and conditions your be- 
havior. 


EN and women are not alike and never 
will be. 

The emotional nature of you women is as 
different from that of your fathers, brothers, 
husbands and male friends as is day and 
night 

That is why your moral standards have 
been different. That is why the moral out- 
look of each of the sexes has been dissimilar. 
That is why the double standard came to be 
an accepted fact. 

Love, I said before, is an instinctive neces- 
sity with you women. With man it has al- 
ways been a side issue, taking secondary 
place alongside his work, his ambition, his 
ego. 

A man, to achieve happiness, is not com- 
pelled to love. A woman cannot possibly 
be happy unless she does love. 

Therefore your feminine and instinctive 
necessity to love carried with it tragic pos- 
sibilities. In order to gain love you had to 
seek it out and often make compromises. Al- 
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| most invariably, indeed, you had to make a 
sacrifice to love and be loved. You needed 
| love as much as you needed food and fresh 
air. And since you needed love so badly 
and were bound at times to push your sacri- 
| fices to unresaonable limits, society felt your 
love would have to be protected. 

However, society never felt called upon 
to protect selfish, materialistic love. It set 
out to place a special value upon the women 
whose love ran true to nature, as a prelude 
|}to motherhood 

Society needed mothers. It needed them 
| always for nation building, racial betterment 
and general progress. The coquettes it al- 
ways could do without. 
| Therefore the maternal woman, the virtu- 
ous woman, was guaranteed at least a min- 
imum of special rights. Marriage rights, 
dower rights, property rights, all were in- 
stituted for ber special benefit. Society said: 


F YOU make sacrifices in furtherance of 

the common good, if you shut yourself 
out of the pleasures that remain open to the 
non-maternal woman. we will reward you 
not only by protecting you with law but by 
placing you upon a pedestal of devotion, 
esteem and honor which shall henceforth be 
revered and respected for all time.” 

The danger to society of immorality among 
women is, quite evidently, greater than that 
of immorality among men. 

Therefore society has long since demanded 
that women be moral. Society had to do 
it for its own protection and self-preserva- 
tion. In effect, society had to invent the 
double standard for purely materialistic rea- 
sons if for no other. 

The following comes from a woman who 
is not so modern. 

“Every woman likes to be dependent,’ 
she says. “I know I enjoy being directed 
and advised. I glory in subordinating my 
own individuality to that of the man I love. 
And in my opinion all women feel the same 
way whether they are willing to admit it or 
not.” 

I have questioned many women about this 
and I find that the matter of subordinating 
their own iteelings to a single individual is 
inseparably linked up with the presence or 
absence of love. 

If you women truly love you want to be- 
come dependent. You almost glory in it. 
But if you do not love, ii your relationship 
with a man has not been lifted into realms 
of soul-stirring, spiritual values, then you 
want to remain independent, aloof, even 
despotic. 


HE women, who have not experienced 

what real true, deep, rousing love is, are 
the ones who want to scrap the double stand- 
ard. 

The average woman who knows what 
love is does not, as a rule, bother her head 
about it 

I am reminded of a young lady who 
talked very glibly and often feelingly about 
the injustice of the double standard to her 
own sex. Then she fell in love. She never 
mentioned it again after that. 

One day I asked her about it. “You 
don’t seem to be concerned about these mat- 
ters any more,” I said. 

“Strange, isn’t it? Yet it’s true. Love 
killed my enthusiasm for righting women’s 
fancied wrongs.” 

And then she went on to say that before 
love entered her life she had felt she could 
never care for a man who had had affairs 
with other women. But now all she required 
was that her man should remain faithful. 
| “In fact,” she added, “I feel I want to 
be guided. I even want to feel obedient. 
I want to profit by the wider worldly ex- 
| periences of the man I love.” 

Let us suppose for a moment that abso- 
lute freedom in sex would be tolerated for 
women to the same degree that it is toler- 
lated for men. 
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Let every woman do as she likes. If she 
wants to remain virtuous for the exercise 
of her maternal instincts well and good. But 
if she chooses to remain a coquette all her 
life let that be nobody’s business but her 
own 

On the surface that sounds reasonable per- 
haps. I have heard women advocate such a 
program 

But the trouble is that such a state of 
morals ignores such other human attributes 
as jealousy, humiliation, rivalry, sentiments, 
and, most important of all, justice. 

In such a state where free love would be 
free tor all women, where it would be quite 
all right ,to seek it and gratify it in any way 
possible, in such a state the virtuous, mater- 
nal woman would lose all prestige, she would 
no longer be idealized, she would soon lose 
the benetits that society, because of her sacri- 
fices, now bestows upon her. 


*; URTHERMORE, man, seli-seeking as he 
always is at bottom, would soon cease 
being willing to share the burdens of home- 
building and child-rearing with some par- 
ticular woman. There would be nothing 
high-minded or ennobling to hold him, to 
make him work either for his spouse, for his 
offspring, or for the common good. 

As soon as female virtue ceases to be an 
ideal, the really motherly women, the finest 
of their sex, will undoubtedly suffer. 

Unless man continues to respect mater- 
nity he will sooner or later group all women 
together and the best women will not re- 
ceive proper protection. 

With the double standard prevailing some 
good and virtuous women, who through 
lack of opportunity or necessary attractive- 
ness do not marry, undoubtedly remain un- 
happy. 

But if the double standard were extended 
to embrace absolute freedom for women 
then all women would be uphappy 

Dozens of women have admitted to me 
that a life of continual coquetting stales. 


“I don’t want to be compelled to look my 
_ and act my best and make myself allur- 

g all the time,” confided one littlke woman, 

Another said, “It’s such a relief to be 
natural with a man. That’s one of the 
greatest blessings of a marriage of love.” 

All you women have some of the coquette 
in you. 

You have a right to exercise that attribute 
in your character. 

But if you permit it to hide your more 
genuine urges, if you make coquetry an 
art to. be pursued with unflagging zeal to 
the virtual extinction of your better nature, 
then you run counter to the laws of physi- 
ological and sociological necessity. Then you 
run the chances of heart-rending personal 
suffering. 

A coquette’s love life, comparatively speak- 
ing, is short. 

A mother’s life, 
forever. 

Don’t fall into the error of thinking that 
one’s chief aim in life should be the pursuit 
of pleasure. 

We are living in a materialistic age and 
materialism has affected your feminine out- 
look. 

To break down all the barriers, to do as 
you j@lly well please, looks attractive, I 
admit. 

But remember that such institutions as 
the double standard were not invented over- 
night. It took years and years of gradual 
change to bring them about. 


one might say, runs on 


HE double standard was based upon the 
differences that exist between the nature 
of a man and the nature of a woman. 
It has been an advantage to society thus 
far. 
It has helped the cause of women rather 
than hindered i 
Any woman who deliberately tries to be as 
free as men have dared to be, courts peril 
not only for herself personally, but for her 
whole sex and the whole of society as well. 


Why Must a Girl Hide Her Love? 


[Continued from page 14] 


probably has a good job and in all prob- 
ability will keep on working for a while 
after she’s married. If hard times come, 
she can always get a job and keep up her 
end. She’s not planning to be a clinging- 
vine or a millstone around any man’s neck. 
As a result she feels no hesitancy about 
calling up your son. 


TO, I wouldn’t say Violet was bold or 
4 lacking in modesty. The difference goes 
deeper than that. It’s an economic change 
that has brought it about, not a change in 
ethics. And somehow it seems a much 
saner and more natural way of doing things. 
Certainly it’s more honest. Violet likes your 
boy and she isn’t ashamed to admit it. 
Oh, I know in your day girls were told 
that “to show a man you care cheapens 
you in his eyes,” and there was some basis 
for it then. 2 

Until girls began earning their own liv- 
were dependent on men, and the 
men regarded them as useful or amusing pos- 
sessions. A husband’s generosity usually 
matched his wife’s ability to please him. 
He didn’t appreciate loyalty because he 
paid for it, and there was always plenty on 
the market. Instead of honest, free-souled 
companionship, he received tantalizing, de- 
ceiving, scheming catering to his fancy. 

A tantalizing, mocking, tormenting will- 
o’-the-v wisp, may have been man’s idea of 
a mate in your day, but now your Everett 
dreams of a real comrade, with whom he 
can share his innermost thoughts, to whom 
he can give his deepest devotion, one who 

128 


will not keep him guessing. Violet won’t. 

And now we come to Violet’s greasy 
knickers and the brogans and the dirt- 
streaked face and the “Get a wiggle on, 
kid.” Frankly, your horrified criticism 
leaves me cold. Violet's prototype has lived 
all through the centuries. She’s as old as 
Eve. The spirit that makes her sling one 
leg over the rear seat on Everett’s motor- 
cycle and hang on to him while they go 
tearing through space is the same spirit that 
the pioneer women possessed—sturdy, fear- 
less, merry, thrilled at the thought of a new 
adventure! Marvelous mothers! 

It was that same spirit that sent them out 
from the old country; the spirit that made 
them brave Indians and floods and wild ani- 
mals as they trekked or rode in swaying 
caravans across the plains and through the 
forests of our own country. And long be- 
fore that, I imagine, when the world was 
very young, women like this Violet helped 
their mates slay dinosaurs so the family 
wouldn’t starve. 


OW, they straddle behind their men on 

motor-cycles, hike on the open road 
and sleep on the ground. And they swim 
and play golf and smoke and work for their 
livings. And they’re not so particular about 
being “dainty” or “feminine.” Just plain— 
living and fighting and loving young 
humans. God love ‘em! 

You say you can’t understand what Ever- 
ett or any young man could see in a girl 
like that. Few mothers would, because very 
few of them have any genuine conception 
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Let Us Help Pay for | 
Your New Winter 
Clothes 


Why stint yourself on good clothes—and why 
deprive yourself of the other good things of 
life when they can so easily be yours in ex- 
change for a few spare hours? Hundreds of 
women are buying charming new clothes and 
many other luxuries with the money they 
earn through taking care of new and renewal 
subscriptions to Good Housekeeping, Cos- 
mopolitan and our seven other immensely 
popular magazines. 


Immediate Profits 


Your profits start at once, with the very first 
order you send us. Besides liberal cash com- 
missions, you can alsoearn extra bonus checks. 
So sure are we that you will succeed, that we 
furnish everything you need free of charge. 
Each day you delay is another splendid 
money-making opportunity lost, so— 


r----Mail this Coupon Now!---4 
Dept. 228-B Smart Set 
119 West 40th Street, New York, N. Y. 


Without obligation to me, please send me full de- 
tails of your easy money-making plan 


Name 


Street 


1 City State 


MUSIC LESSONS vite HOME 


You can read music like this quickly 
Write today for our FREE BOOKLET. It tells how tolearn 
to play Piano, Organ, Violin, Mandolin, Guitar, Banjo, etc. 
Beginners or advanced layers. Your only expense about 
2c per day for and postace used. 
AMERICAN SCHOOL of MUSIC 43 Manhattan Building, CHICAGO. 


LOVE-KIST 


exotic allure Jesigned to 
young and ld, and cause 
urrender to its subtle 

An enchanting irre- 

Our $5.00 size only 

($1.25 collect on 

instructions for us 

and art of winning the one you love. 


RUEL CO., Dept. H, P. 0. Box 610, Hollywood, Calif. 


fas- 


Earn $20 to $50 a weck RETOUCH- 
ING photos—men or women. No sell- 
ing or canvassing. We teach you at 
home, furnish WORKING OUTFIT 
and employment service. Write today. 
ARTCRAFT STUDIOS, Dept. 35, 
3900 Sheridan Poad, Chicago. 
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of what it is that attracts boys and girls to 
leach other. Simply because men have found 
creamy complexions and soft arms and slim 
ankles and pretty clothes and daintiness de- 
sirable, we have believed that these things 
did the trick. They do attract, but they 
don’t hold. 

The tsue companion, the woman who 
really helps her man, isn’t a dainty creature 
of peaches and cream complexion and fas- 
tidious taste. She’s a daring, indomitable 
female, ready to take her share in risk and 
dirt. Her hands are not too soft to scrub 
the kitchen floors or her back too weak to 
shoulder the burdens of a demanding house- 
hold. 


F EVERETT were my son, dear mother, 

I'd a heap sight rather see him with a girl 
like Violet than with some dainty little vamp 
who'd raise Cain with his heart and mind 
and health. For at least Violet’s relation- 
ship with him isn’t based on sex. Girls who 
hanker after that sort of thing aren't riding 
on exploding, roaring, dust-biting motor- 
cycies. They’re all dolled up in georgette 
|and mascaro, with an eye peeled for the 
sheik who has a ritzy car and a bank roll. 


And now a father speaks! 

He’s got it in for the young ‘uns, good 
and proper, his own and everybody’s else 
|included! And, like Everett’s mad mama, 
he only wants to air his views on the younger 
generation. And what views! Listen to 
this: 

“I’ve got two flapper daughters and a 
sheik son, and of all the shiftless, cigarette- 
smoking, jazzy, good-for-nothings—they 
take the prize. My son and one daughter 
are in college; the other girl is still in high 
school, but she’s looking forward to the time 
when she’l! be a snappy. hoof-shaking, hip- 
flask-fur-coat collegiate and can waste her 
time and her dad’s money as the other two 
are doing. How they ever got through high 
school beats:'me. They studied with one 
eye on the clock and one foot doing a 
Charleston. But they got through some- 
| how. 
| “However, I'm forced to compare them 
to the fine young college people in my day 
who went to college because they wanted to 
learn something. 

“Perhaps all this sounds a bit rough. Let 
me explain: I don’t think my kids are really 
| bad, you understand, just wild. They’re 
generous and impulsive and good-natured. 
I'll say that for them. But it makes my 
blood boil, the way they chase around in 
yellow and pink and green roadsters, spend- 
ing money as if it grew on trees. 


ERHAPS I shouldn’t feel so_ bitter 

they're simply the product of a carni- 
| val age. But I’m not the type to sit back 
and say: ‘It’s too bad, but there's nothing 
|to be done.’ Something’s got to be done, 
| Mrs. Madison, and done mighty quick, un- 
less we're going to become a race of morons.” 


Dad, it’s not as bad as all that. 
the kids you went to college 
with weren't like your children and their 
| friends. They were quieter, easier to man- 
|age, not so all-fired peppy as the girls and 
boys today. But after all, just how much 
did they contribute to the enlightenment 
and progress of the world? The quiet, do- 
cile, sensible young folks of that other gen- 
eration weren't the ones who make knock- 
out records. Many of the doubters, the 
rebels, the “shiftless” ones, have. Many of 
them will. 

To me, there's 
and fine in the 


Ah now, 
| Honest. Sure 


something rather splendid 
very recklessness and sil- 
liness you deplore. It’s not weakness, Dad. 
It’s merely a surface eruption; an indica- 
tion of something very real underneath. 
Your two girls and your son, along with 
the rest of their generation will continue to 
do things that were never done in your day. 
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EARLE E. Muscle Builder 
Author of Muacte Ruildin nce of Wrestling, 
“Secrets of Strength,”’ “Here’ Health. Endurance,”’ 


The Man I Pity Most 


OOR OLD JONES. I see him now, standing there, de- 

jected, cringing, afraid of the world. No one had any use 
for him. No one respected him. Across his face I read one 
harsh word—FAILURE. He just lived on. A poor worn 
out imitation of a man, doing his sorry best to get on in the 
world. If he had realized just one thing, he could have 
made good. He might have been a brilliant success 
There are thousands 4nd thousands of men like Jones, 
rould be happy, successful, respec ed and loved. 
But they can't seem to realize the one big that prac- 
tically everything worth while living for ‘de pends upon 
STRENGTH—upon live, red-blooded, he-man muscle 

Everything you do depends upon strength. No matter 
what your occupation, you need the health, vitality and 
clear thinking only big, strong virile muscles can give you. 
When you are ill the strength in those big muscles pull you 
through At the office, in the farm fields, or on the tennis 
courts, you'll find your success generally depends upon 
your muscular development. 

Here’s Short cut to Strength and Success 
“But” you say, “it takes years to build my body up to the 
point where it will equal those of athletic champions.”" It 
does if you go about it without any system, but there's a 
scientific short cut. And that's where I come in. 

30 Days is All I Need 

People call me the Musele-Builder. In just 30 days I can 
do things with your body you never thought possible. 
With just a few minutes work every morning, I will add 
one full inch of real, live muscle to each of your arms, and 
two whole inches across your chest Many of my pupils 
have gained more than that, but I|GUARANTEE to do at 
least that much for you in one short month. Your neck 
will grow shapely, your shoulders begin to broaden. Be- 
fore you know it, you'll find people turning around when 
you pass. Women will want to know you. Your boss will 
treat you with a new respect. Your friends will wonder 
what has come over you. You'll look ten years younger, 
and you'll feel like it too. Work will be easy. As for play, 

why, you'll realize then that you don't know what play 
really means 

I Strengthen Those Inner Organs Too 
But I'm not through with you. I want ninety days in all 
to do the job right, and then all I ask is that you stand in 
front of your mirror and look yourself over 

What a marvelous change! Those great squared shoul- 
ders! That pair of huge, lithe arms! Those firm, shapely 
legs! Yes, sir They are yours, and they are there to 
stay You'll be just as fit inside as you are out, too, be- 
cause I work on your heart, your liver—all of your inner 
organs, strengthening and exercising them Yes indeed, 
life can give you a greater thrill than you ever dreamed. 
But, remember, the only sure road to health, strength and 
happiness always demands action. 
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Ends Gray 


Hf you don’t want gray hair, don’t have it. 
Any man or woman can easily end grayness. 
Not with dangerous dyes, but by a perfectly 
natural process. Kolor-Bak can’t harm the 
finest hair; nor hurt the most tender scalp. 
It does bring color back—no matter what 
color the hair used to be—blonde, auburn, or 
brunette. Why grow em 
gray — or stay that FS 
way — when there's 
such an innocent 
way toend it? With 
no worry over shade 
—for the one bottle 
of this colorless lig- 
uid is right for all. 
Lots of people you 
know may use it— 
you can't detect it! 
Easily applied — no 
uncertainty —results guaranteed. 


For Sale at all Drug and Department Stores. 


Kolor-Bak 


IRLS, CHOOSE f 
Your Partners e 


isn't it stupid in this age of feminine 
freedom for you not to take a vital interest in 
choosing your life’s partner? Your whole life's 
happiness depends upon your getting the man you 
love, and all too often a girl does not interest the 
one she loves because she doesn’t understand the 
secrets of man’s manner of thinking and his reac- 
tion to certain feminine traits. With your life's 
happiness at stake, isn't it worthwhile to learn 
the things that will make it possible for you to 
attract and win the love of the man you want— 
and not merely sit on the sidelines waiting—per- 
haps to see the man you care for marry someone 
else? We have many letters from girls who tell 
us they owe their happy marriage to the helpful 
suggestions disclosed in “Fascinating Woman- 
hood"’"—that wonderful book on marriage psychol- 
ogy—now in its eleventh edition—more than 
100,000 copies having been sold. It not only tells 
a girl how to win the man of her choice but helps 
the married woman hold the love of her husband. 
Cut out this ad; write your name and address on 
the margin and mail to us with 10 cents and a 
little booklet entitled “Secrets of Fascinating 
Womanhood,” giving an interesting synopsis of 
the revelations disclosed in “Fascinating Woman- 
hood,” will be sent postpaid. No embarrassment 
the plain wrapper keeps your secret. Send 
your dime today. 
THE PSYCHOLOGY PRESS 
4865 Easton Ave., St. Louis, Mo, 


or FAT 


Free Trial Treatment 


sent on request Ask for my ‘“pay-when- 
reduced” offer. I have successfully reduced 
thousands of persons, withoutstarvation diet 
or burdensome exercise, often at arapid rate 
Let me send you proof at my expense. 
DR. R. NEWMAN, Licensed Physician 
Stateof N.Y.,286 Fifth Ave., N. Y., DeskM 
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Why not 


| own beastly conduct afterwards is 


They will question old customs and beliefs, 
and this questioning will rile you still more. 
But it’s high time some of those old beliefs 
were questioned because they've outgrown 
their usefulness. The youngsters may rid- 
icule some. of your most cherished sentiments, 


but when it comes to giving heroic service 
to a worthy cause they'll be there. And 
they'll do more to help the down-and-outers 
of the world than you and those before 
you ever did. 

Of course they are wasting money and 
time and youthful energy But they are 
also hoarding up something far more valu- 
able: freedom and courage and happiness 
and fearlessness of old conventions and of 


each other. And they are showing up hy- 
pocrisy for exactly what it is worth. They're 
blazing new and glorious trails, these kids, 
and although it’s a horrifying process to you, 
their own children and their children’s chil- 
dren will thank them for it 

I'm only sorry that you and I won't be 
here then, so I can say, “I told you so, Dad.” 


A MONG the many interesting letters that 

came in this month, I have selected 
those from Hattie, Jackie, “A Puzzled Boy,” 
and from Lillian to answer at length in the 
magazine as they seem to me the most 
helpful. 

Hattie’s unhappy little letter I am going 
to answer first, because I want to be sure 
that you all read it. 

The bitterest punishment of all is that 
which we inflict on ourselves—as Hattie will 
tell you if you ask her. Hattie’s pet peeve 
right now is against herself and the stub- 
bornness and vanity that have nearly if not 
completely lost for her the boy of her 


dreams. 


“Tt’s all my own fault,” she admits at the 
very beginning of her letter. “My boy friend 
and I had a silly misunderstanding about 
two months ago and we separated. The 
details of our quarrel aren't important; my 
I simply 
wouldn't make up. Even when my best girl 
friend came and told me she had seen this 
boy and he had said he loved me and wanted 
to make up, I didn’t have sense enough to 
be decent. 

“Then he came to see me one night and he 
was as nice as could be, but some little 
devil inside me kept urging me to be mean. 
I was sarcastic and cool and altogether hate- 
ful. And now I hardly ever see him, and 
then only by accident. 

“I realize now that I want him back 
more than anything in the world, but don’t 
you think it’s too late? Oh, I want my boy 
and his love back again, Mrs. Madison, but 
how shall I go about it? Hattie.” 


ELL, Hattie, if you weren’t so brutally 

honest about yourself and so painfully 
aware of your faults, I'd be inclined to hand 
you out a mean line and a big lump of dis- 
couragement and hope in my secret heart 
that the boy found another girl. But such a 
frank admission of guilt as yours deserves a 
better fate. And so I'll start right off by say- 
ing I hope you get him back. And then I'll 
add to that that I think you will. 


Here’s how I see it, little girl: The boy is 
one of those rare males who’s willing to 
come three-quarters or all the way for the 
girl he loves. I have a sneaking suspicion 
that little Hattie was in the wrong in this 
quarrel, or you'd have given me your side. 
There doesn’t seem to be any “your side,” 
which makes the young man all the more 
admirable. It takes a really big soul to 
swallow a wrong and say: “Let’s make up.” 

Match his generosity and big-heartedness 
with some of your own, Hattie. Write him 
a real, honest-to-goodness sweetheart letter 
telling him what a chump you’ve been and 
all the rest. Ask him to come to see you 
and hear it all over again from your own 
lips. Tell him that if he refuses to be 
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friends now, you won't hold it against him 
because it’s what you deserve, but that if 
he does come you'll make it all up to him in 
kisses and sweetness and exemplary conduct 
from now on. 

My guess is that he'll pop right over, the 
minute he gets that letter. He’s a boy who 


will appreciate honesty like that. Good 
luck, Hattie, and let this be a lesson to you 
in the future! 


If a girl permits a man, whom she has 
known only a short time, to kiss her, will 
he think that she is free and easy with all 
the fellows? Or can he tell the difference 
between a professional vamp and a sincere 
girl who really cares for him? That’s the 
question little “Jackie” of Ponca City, Ok- 
lahoma, wants answered. The facts are 
these: 

“I’m pretty, so they tell me, and popular, 
in spite of the fact that I don’t smoke or 
play cards or dance. That’s me. 

“He is wonderfully handsome, dresses per- 
fectly, a marvelous dancer, has oodles of 
conceit, and the girls are wild over him 
That’s him. 

“We met one night, dated the next. He 
told me he never went ‘steady’ with a girl 
because they expect too much attention. 
The one and only date we had was with 
another couple, and we went to a country 
club to dance. As I don’t dance I sat 
around and watched them, but this man was 
very sweet to me. 


™ HEN he was taking me home, al- 
though I was quite wild about him, 
I wouldn’t let him kiss me because we had 
only just met. When we said good night I 
still refused to kiss him and he said I was 
stubborn, so then I let him kiss my cheek. 
You see, Mrs. Madison, I was afraid he’d 
think I let every man kiss me. But I'm 
kind of sorry I wasn’t more affectionate. 
“He has never asked for another date. 
Recently I wrote him a note, telling him 
how I had enjoyed our evening and that 
I'd like to see him again. No answer. But 
from others I heard that he got my note 
and that he thought it was very sweet and 
so was I. But that’s not enough. I want 
him. 
“My mother says he will think more of 
me for it, but that’s small comfort. What 
do you say? Jackie.” 


It’s every bit as perplexing as you think, 
Jackie. It’s so awfully easy for a girl to 
give a wrong impression in the beginning, 
and so often first impressions persist. Per- 
haps you'll never have another date with 
this wonderful person; he may never be 
yours, but I can’t help feeling that you did 
right. Why? Because of the type of man 
he is. 

A man like that, Jackie, who can have any 
girl he wants, doesn’t recognize genuine af- 


fection when he meets it. He can’t dis- 
criminate. Constant playing at love has 
distorted his viewpoint. Even if you'd 


vielded to his embraces that night I doubt 
if he would have fallen very hard. Yours 
would have been merely another brand of 
kisses. 

He’s too vain ever to be constant, I’m 
afraid, so you should thank your lucky 
stars he’s not a part of your life. It’s a 
shame that he had to be the first one to 
stir you so deeply. A girl like you is capa- 
ble of such real love Jackie. And that’s 
why you'll experience more than your share 
of unhappiness for love’s sake before you 
find a real man and a real lover. 


Flopping real estate booms aren’t the only 
things that cause panic or spasms of joy in 
Florida. According to “A Puzzled Boy” 
who’s basking in the sunlight and balmy 
breezes of Key West, a girl, if she is THE 
girl can make you go through the same sen- 
sations. His girl has. 
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“Must I marry her?” he asks. “We've! 
been going together for about four years 
and we've just broken up because I refused 
to give up the friendship of another girl, 


not because I care so much for her, but be- ng A 

cause she’s been a sort of anchor to wind- | in 

ward. The real girl I’m crazy about, of | Mrac @S 0 USC: e 
course, but not crazy enough to get married 


for a while, anyway. I want to get on in 


business and gain a little more experience Now FREE to Readers of SMART SET 


before I tackle that job. 


VERY reader of Smart Set is familiar with the 


TORE: extraordinary muscle-building feats of TITUS the 
UT the girl wont have it that way. | ; % Ss : BEF famous pioneer in the field of physical training. 
I've got to give up the other one and | EF -» 5 ‘ This boy looks Many photocraphs have appeared in these pages of 
marry her, or I'm off her list forever. She | eS ? : pretty hopeless, ™men re-built. by TITUS—photographs taken before 


and after. These pictures show real miracles worked 


doesn’t he ru in muscle—amazing transformations from puny, flat- 


says I’ve taken four years of her life. Old 
sa) he hated to chested weaklings into giants of strength—all in the 
stuff! But she believes it. She seems to Maistep out on the short space of 30 days! ; 


consider it a point of honor. So which is it beach in a Whet_masie this, man 
is fre ing suit, and he his sts secre 

to be? Dishonorable freedom? Or honor had to stand muscle? 
in chains ? 7 sot of =bullyine Now it can be tole A wonderfu book has been 
i ; , 0 written—a book that reveals the inside secrets of 
A Puzzled Boy and how! from the other Titus Training—a book crowded from cover to cover 


boys in the gang. with sensational facts about strength, power and 
endurance. 


What’ll you do, boy? Go away while the 
RUSH COUPON Your Free 


going’s good. The next thing you know 


she'll have her old man out for you with 30 DAYS The demand will be overwhelming. Don’t lose = 

minute. ou want this boo! you must have it 
a sawed-off shot gun or her lawyer with LATER You will marvel at the dozens of photographs—every 
breach of promise papers. She’s just the Here’s a real one @ sensational demonstration of Titus RESULTS. 


: Stories of champion strong men, stories of invalids 
man! dust a transformed into marvels of physical perfection, first- 
at the way those hand tips from the Master Trainer of them all. 


type. 
Unless you have asked her not once but 


n muscles have de- This book is yours, free and clear, for all time, 
often to marry you and unless you're pub- veloped in 30 Send NOW. 
licly and privately engaged, there’s not a lays of Titus Address, Dept. $-123 


question of honor involved. And even if 
there were, that’s the silliest excuse for get- 
ting married I ever heard of. Maybe it’s 
a mean trick to spill the beans about my 
sex like this, but I feel an urge to do it. 
Does the modern girl go out gunning for a 
mate? I'll say she does. And the first thing 
“mate” knows, he’s all tied up in matri- 
monial knots and wondering how: it ever 


TITUS, Dept. S-123 
60 DAYS | 105 €. 13th St. New York, N. Y. I 
Yes, I want my copy of the Titus book disclosin 
LATER his secrets of building the most powerful muscles 
Every muscle inj put on LF , human body. Send it to me by return 1 
his body devel-. mail—FREE, 
»ped to giant 
size. You'd Name 


happened. recognize him a ! 
I've had girls tell me it tickles them to he same 
death to put something like this over. “The YOU to mail the] 
men have had their innings long enough,” soupon ? 


they say. “Now it’s our chance!” If a 
girl’s just naturally ornery and bloodthirsty,| ~~ A Shapely Foot is is a a Joy Forever 
it’s lots of fun, but for those who prefer BEAUTIFY YOUR FEET 
fair play, it’s not so funny. It used to be *The “Perfection” Toe Spri Nav, ty 9p asl 
the heathen Chinee who was a bear for] pp MOVES THE AOTUA 
“ways that are dark.” But now—well, think| CAUSE of the BUNION or en- Quickly Heal ed 
over your own experience, Puzzled Boy, and} _larged joint. Worn at _ t, with 
in the future, govern yourself accordingly. auxiliary appliance forday use. For quick relief from winter rash, chaffed skin, 
Send outline of foot eczema, pimples, blotches and other skin troubles, 
. . » ‘ apply pure, cooling liquid D.D.D. Clear, stain- 
If Romeo and Juliet had lived in this, our! S¢traighten Your Toes sens, and dries up almost instantly. Soothes and 

Banish That Bunion Is the tissues, penetrates the skin and stops 
yore 1927, they’d never in the world a itching the moment it touches the skin. A 35c trial 
gone down in history. Why? Because there Any other foot a gay ee 
would never have been any heroic suicide —or your money back. Patch. 
pact. Juliet would have found herself a trouble? D. D ng 
job at the very first crack her father made C. R. ACFIELD Dept. 99 1328 Broadway New York e . SE Lotio 
about her Romeo. Then when Romeo finally oe 


t dt t they’d 
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and that’s all there would have been to it. 
And that’s exactly what Lillian of Bridge- 
port, Conn., should do. 


WHAT YOU DO— 
SEND A DOLLAR with Name and 


$ Brings WHAT WE DO- 


Upon arrival of your order, we will 


“Ty, ri , Address, number of article desired a 10 month Charge Account and 
I'm madly in love with Ernie, she con and brief note telling us something Cc o1ice Mo selection "for sppreval and 15 
fesses, “only he’s got a wife, a mean one about yourself. DAY TRIAL. If satisfied, pay $3.6 
’ ’ Simply state: (1) how long at aadi monthly; otherwise return and dollar 
who won't let him get a divorce. She won't (3) be cefonded 
live with him, either, so he must wait one || and address of employer, (6) nature EACH Fe Any A Adult interested in purchasing 
more year and then he can get one in spite ade 
of her. Then we'll be married, maybe. || dential—no direct inqviries to 


SAY ‘maybe’ because my mother has a 

finger in the pie too. Mother likes Carl 
better than Ernie, probably because he asked 
her if he could marry me before he asked 
me. Imagine the nerve! And mother said gone green 
yes. Of course, I said no, but she didn’t pay 
any attention. She says I’m making a fool i : 
of myself over Ernie; that he’s just string- 
ing me along and never intends to get a 
divorce or marry me. I know that Ernie 
loves me as much as I love him, but this 
mother of mine has talked Carl at me until 


S-23-TwoDiamonds, 
four biue sapphires; 
atch; 15 Jewels 
Expansion Bracelet ‘ +. and Chain are 14K 


$-26--18K white gold 
Dinner Ring, carved 


I'm ready to scream. She tells me I’ve got be Three AA *4 engraved: set 
to marry him, and I suppose I will. Mother’s 18K white gold. 


blue-white di ds 
the sort who keeps at you until she wears wrought in 18K 


down your resistance. Mine’s about gone, > 
although when I think of it, death would | 
seem better than being married to Carl. | .W.SWEET, 7, Be 
Oh, heavens! What shall I do, Mrs. Madi- | 


son? Lillian.” ' — 
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Two Kinds of 
Face Powder 


20 Day 


One of these two powders 
will cling pera? to your 
type of skin | 


Sample 


20 Day Supply 
No one face powder clings to all types 
of skins. So Fag has made two 
kinds of powder. One is preferred by 
those whose faces have a tendency 
towards oiliness. The other is required 
by those whose skio is dry. Both 
powders are equally fine, but are | 
different to meet the two requirements. 
One of these two powders will cling | 
perfectly to your type of skin. That 
you may have a simple way of knowing 
— adheres best, Stillman 

nee pers 10-day sample of each into a 
TWIN-PACKET as illustrated above. 
We will be glad to send these two 
powders so that you may know now just 
what kind of powder you should use. 
Simply mail the coupon below, enclos- 
ing three two-cent stamps to cover 
mailing costs. Be sure to check the 
shade of powder you prefer. 


Stillman 
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SS SS SS 

The Stillman Co., 145 Rosemary Lane, Aurora, lil. 
Please send methe STILLMAN TWIN-PACKET g | 
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that I can find the powder that clings best to my g 

g type of skin. Enclosed find 6 cents in stamps to g 
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| but it does not dictate or hamper. 


| lieving in and waiting for. 


| and has, 


You might tell Carl exactly how you 
regard him and marriage with him, and put 
it up to him, whether he wants to make 
your existence “worse than death.” It’s 
only in paper-backed dime novels and the 
movie~ thrillers that you find fierce mus- 
tachioed gentlemen who want the girl 
whether or no. 

And if you begin handing out a very firm 
and quiet, “No!” every time your mother 
mentions Carl’s name, she'll soon learn that 
you mean what you say. It’s when you give 


signs of weakening that she pulls in the 
line. Oh, I know those mothers, Lillian. 
“Vampire mothers,” I call them. Poor, mis- 


guided souls who forget that their children 
ever grow up. Your mother is probably 
convinced that she is acting out of her deep 
and abounding love for you in selecting 
your husband, but only a slight analysis 
proves this is not so. Love serves and gives, 
Love 
permits freedom of expression, peace of 
mind, our heart’s desire. It doesn’t force a 
smaller and unhappy existence. 

There’s no more beautiful sentiment in 
the world, Lillian, than the love between 
mother and daughter when it’s the right 
sort of love. But this sloppy sentimen- 
tality demands painful and unneces- 
sary sacrifices from the children is just so 
much blah! 

If Ernie’s worth loving, he’s worth be- 
Girls do get 


taken in, occasionally, by rascals, but it’s 
the exception nowadays rather than the rule. 


The mail was unusually heavy this month. 
Now that the holidays are over and life has 
settled back again into its ordinary course, 
matters of the heart loom most important. 
And I regret that some of your letters must 
be answered in the following abbreviated 
form. However, to those of you who find 
the short answers unsatisfactory I will be 
glad to write personal letters, providing, of 
course, you give me your addresses. 

Betty JEAN: It’s not all his fault. Sepa- 
rations are bad. And he is probably un- 
usually fickle. Try to get interested in some- 


one else. It’s much the better way. Really 
the only one. 
Viotet: I agree with your mother. You 


He had no right to ask 


did perfectly right. 
It was selfish and 


such a sacrifice of you. 
unfair. 

Jeanne: People will “talk,” as you say, if 
this boy comes to visit you. But if it means 
a great deal to you, have him. Your father’s 
approval ought to be sufficient, I should think. 


Pepro: Stick it out; the little ones need 
you now. Later perhaps things will be dif- 
ferent. That’s the best I can offer you. 


Betty CUNNINGHAM: Please send me your 
address. I want to write you personally. 

And now, good-by for a little time. I 
wonder if the months come around as fast 
to you as they do to me? 


our Martha cWadison is the only person writing on problems of 
human relationship, who seems to be old enough to have good sense, yet 


young enough to have understanding, 


” writes one SMART SET reader. 
that’s why thousands of letters come to ers. Madison each month. 


“Perhaps 
If you 


have a problem, whether you are young or old, write Martha eMadison. It will 
help just to write; she will help you more by sympathetic commonsense advice 


Should We Hush Our Scandals? 


[Continued from page 55] 


excuse for entering upon loose relations with 
those to whom they could, without great in- 
convenience, be married. 

I do not know enough of the social con- 
ditions existing in the United States to say 
whether facility for divorce has, on the 
whole, proved a good thing or a bad thing. 
For in such a connection we have to con- 
sider not only the question of the husband 
and the wife; we have equally to examine 
the case of the children of such couples. 


AS the American divorce system ade- 

quately protected the children of the 
first marriage? Do social difficulties in this 
matter present themselves? Has the position 
of the woman herself been weakened by the 
fact that, after she has given the best years 
of her life to her husband, it is possible for 
him without extraordinary difficulty to ex- 


| clude her from his life and to marry some 


one younger? These and similar questions 
could be answered only by American author- 


| ities. 


It does seem, however, that those in 


| America who are inclined to become critical 


of our morals in England ought to remem- 
ber that the matrimonial tie in this country 
is far more difficult to unloose than in the 


| United States of America. It has become 


easier than it was; but ecclesiastical influ- 
ence, illogically exerted, has prevented a log- 
ical solution of our own divorce problems; 
in my judgment, immensely con- 
tributed both to the chicanery of our divorce 


| court proceedings and to the immorality of 


certain classes of our people. 

The foregoing observations must not be 
construed as meaning that I dispute the 
fact that there has been, since 1914, a disturb- 
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ing but not alarming decline in the standard 
of public morals. I think that there has. But 
you cannot suddenly call upon twenty mil- 
lion of the youth of the world to kill one 
another without producing certain rather 
ugly psychological consequences. Many are 
killed; those who survive have undergone 
bitter experiences. The mental changes pro- 
duced in man by a war waged with the in- 
tensity of the Great War have their reactions 
upon women. 

The war produced a spirit of fine reck- 
lessness among the actual combatants. We 
rightly acclaim and reward this spirit; for 
it was indeed indispensable to the victory 
which we won. But recklessness is not a 
quality which you can segregate in a water- 
tight compartment. Once admitted in man’s 
nature, perhaps to become his master, it 
will begin to dominate quite different and 
unrelated sides of his character and tem- 
perament. And so a great increase in vio- 
lence and crime and an undoubted relaxation 
of the standards of all moral conduct has 
followed the actual strife. 

A familiar illustration is to be found in 
what were known as “war marriages.” A 
young man, surrounded by desperate dan- 
gers in the trenches, knowing that after ten 
days’ leave he must face them again, returns 
to London. He is determined, and small 
blame to him, that these days at least shall 
be days of pleasure. And perhaps at some 
night club he meets an attractive young 
member of the “war woman” class. The at- 
traction, if fugitive, is warm and mutual; 
and so there arises quickly in the minds of 
both the question: “Why should we not 
marry?” They often did. 

It would be ludicrous to expect that many 
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such unions could permanently endure upon 


terms of sustained happiness, and so we find | 
the divorce court, for years after the Arm- | 
istice, paralyzed by an unprecedented con- | 
gestion of divorce cases, about seventy per- | 


cent of which were the result of the war. 


mY FURTHER consideration is to be found | 
4 


in the imitative faculty of human beings. 
Doctor Crippen killed Belle Elmore; having 
killed her, he found himself embarrassed by 
the existence on the premises of a substan- 
tial corpse, which it was extremely difficult 
to dispose of conveniently and with discre- 
tion; he therefore attempted the horrible 
task of cutting her into small bits for the 
purpose, so to speak, of reticent and piece- | 
meal distribution. 

After Crippen, tnere came the case of | 
Patrick Mahon and the cold-blooded bun- | 
galow murder. Who could doubt that | 
Mahon owed something to the example of | 
Crippen? Then again, though one would | 
have thought that the results in the previ- | 
ous cases were not altogether encouraging, | 
we find quite a young man, Norman Thorne, | 
engaged in a detestable murder, attempting 
to dispose of his victim in the same grue- 
some and difficult manner. 

The psychology of crime has not within 
ten years received more bizarre and terrible | 
illustrations than in the fateful period | 
through which we have lived since the out- | 
break of the Great War. Take for instance, | 
the Leopold-Loeb case in Chicago. I have | 
had occasion in the course of my life to 
make a somewhat careful study of medical 
criminology but I am hardly aware of a case 
in the history of crime which illustrates more 
vividly the pathological degeneracy to which 
the minds of young children may surrender. 

I cannot within the limited space of this 
article discuss to what extent this orgy of 
post-war crime is affiliated with the emo- 
tions excited by the war, but the subject 
certainly deserves fuller consideration than 
it has hitherto received. 

Still another tentative observation may 
be risked. The United States themselves do 
not appear in the eyes of cautious and 
friendly observers in other countries to have 
escaped entirely the changes which the last 
decade has brought. The number of violent 
crimes has undergone a sinister increase. The 
war spirit, short-lived as was the actual 
period of cooperation, did not fail during 
and after that period to produce reckless 
reactions comparable to those which I have 
analyzed in Europe. 

Perhaps too there is another explanation, 
more formidable because more widely flung, 
and probably destined to last longér. May 
it not be the fact that the attempt to force 
prohibition upon a nation not yet ready for 
it, naturally independent and _ self-reliant, 
never formally consulted, may, by the de- 
nial of respect to a particular law, have im- 
paired ultimately the respect due to the 
whole law? 

In the imperfection and frailty of human 
nature, the transgression of one law easily 
and swiftly becomes the parent of another. 
But I am perhaps involving myself in a con- 
troversy not entirely necessary for the prin- 
cipal purpose of this article; and certainly too 
long to be pursued to an end within its limits. 


ET me then summarize my conclusions. 
There has undoubtedly in the last ten 
years been some relaxation in the standard.of 
public morals. Such a decline is not rendered 
unimportant by the fact that it is principally 
to be discovered in the great cities of the 
world; for after all the aggregate population 
of these cities constitutes a vital element in 
the population of the world. 

But the deterioration must not be exag- 
gerated. Its effect is not to be observed 
very much more in one country than in an- 
other; and there are already discernible some 
encouraging indications that its high-water 
mark has been reached. 
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The discovery of oxygen reducing cream was purely acci- 
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“Except chronic skin troubles. (Colloidal chemistry is 
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Colloidal Chemists, Dept. 17 

27 West 20th St., New York, N. Y. 
Without obligation, please send me complete 
information about Viaderma, oxygen reducing 
cream. 
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into a big cast, and I ran away and closed 
my ears to try to shut out the poor little 
thing’s cries 

And there was big Helen, acting like a 
tiger, as if she could kill somebody or some- 
thing and not letting anyone come within 
a foot of the baby. 

She gave up her job then and there, and 
for about a month things went along as 
usual. Then one day when I went to the 
grocery store, the grocer who had always 
served our family, shook his head and 
looked embarrassed. 

“I’m afraid I can’t let you charge any 
more, Molly,” he said. 


Tt woke me up right away. I went 
back to Helen and we talked for about 
five minutes before I made up my mind. 
Helen wouldn't trust the baby to anyone 
else now. She felt no one else could or 
would do as much, and I guess she was 
right. She never came to the end of her 
patience and endurance. She'd be up all 
night long sometimes and never say a word. 

Her job in the dry-goods store had been 
snapped up long ago, and there wasn't any 
| other work in our town except rough work 
for which I hadn't the strength, and which 
hardly paid enough to keep you alive any- 
way. 

“I'll go to the city,” I said. “I'll get a 
| job and send money home.” 
| And Helen agreed that that was the best 
thing to do. 

I'd never wanted to go to the city, be- 
cause I hadn't any desire to go on the 
stage or dance or do anything like that. 
| I guess, to be absolutely honest, about the 
only thing I wanted was to be married to 
some man I liked and have a home of my 
own. 

Besides I was scared of the city. I'd 
read a lot and seen a lot of movies, and I'd 
ended by thinking a girl wasn’t safe in a 
big city. So I thought I was being brave. 
Maybe I was brave. I was just a kid and 
you've got to be brave to stand loneliness 
anyway. 

We scraped together every cent we had. 
Helen broke down and cried as she slid a 
knife through the slot of the baby’s bank 
and even took the money out of that. 
She said, “What a fool I was! Don’t 
|you mess your life up the way I’ve done, 
| Molly! You just keep your head. Men 
j}are all alike, I guess. Remember that!” 
| She looked so stern and bitter, as if she 
were years older than the girl who had 
run away about two years before. I told 
myself I wasn’t going to get into any 
| trouble. 

When I left I felt I could conquer the 
| world, but the nearer I got to New York, 
the more lonely and scared I felt. And 
when I saw the city, people rushing here 
and there, big cars rolling up in front of 
great stores, and everyone spending money 
}and having a good time, it seemed to me 
| I was the only person in it who was with- 
|} out a friend in the world. 


HERE'S no use telling about the month 
| that followed. I found a room where I 
lused to bawl all night and write Helen 
|long letters telling her I expected to land 
a fine position the next day. 

| Everyone was nice to me, and seemed 
sorry not to be able to give me a job, but 
somehow there didn’t seem to be anything 
I could do. And as for men trying to take 
advantage of me or make love to me, I'd 
just about decided that all the things I'd 
heard were lies, when I got my job and a 
‘man did try to make love to me. 
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Poor Man? 


[Continued from page 82] 


The month seemed like a year and my 
money was just about used up. Only by 
gritting my teeth could I keep from run- 
ning to the station and getting a train for 
home. 

At the Pantheon Theater, I was told to 
go into the private office. Presently a big 
square-shouldered man came in. He had 
dark eyes and he stared at me and smiled. 
Everything about him looked like money, 
as they say. He had on several diamond 
rings, and a beautifully cut suit of rich 
looking serge. 

“Say, how would you like to sell tickets?” 
he asked. “Your looks are worth some- 
thing.” 

I was trembling with excitement and 
praying he'd take me. He did, so quickly 
I couldn't realize I was really hired. Then 
as I started to leave, he caught my hand 
and pulled me back. 

“T'd like to put you in a little cage all 
of my own,” he said. His voice had a 
rather low, husky sound to it, and his eyes 
stared into mine. I drew my hand away 
quickly. 

“What's the matter?” he asked. “Afraid?” 

“No.” 

He was standing between me and the 
door, and in that instant I knew if I had 
had any choice, I'd have thrown down the 
job he offered right then and there. But I 
thought of my sister and of little Helen, and 
gritted my teeth. It was a big city. I 
wasn’t on a desert island. He couldn’t hurt 
me, in spite of the gaze he turned on me. 

At last he gave a short laugh. “All right, 
run along, and show up here tomorrow 
about noon. You and I are going to be 
good friends, aren’t we?” 


“TAHEN he let me pass. I went outside 
and I gave a little shiver though it 
wasn’t a cold day. I'd landed a job, but I 
wondered how long I was going to keep it. 
Well, from the first Dave Grady, for that 
was the hovf&Se manager’s name, tried to 
make friends with me. He had a lot of 
other enterprises besides the theater, but 
he’d stop at my booth and talk and make 
remarks which I'd ignore. 

“All alone down here, and you haven't 
got a friend. Why won't I do?” 

Then he'd smile, and I’d look away, and 
say to myself: 

“He'll get tired soon and then angry, 
and I'll be fired.” 

But it was so wonderful to be able to 
send a money order home to Helen at the 
end of the week that I prayed that wouldn’t 
happen. 

As I was shy, I didn’t make friends easily 
with the other employees of the theater. 
But the ushers and the operator and every- 
one else seemed to realize that Dave Grady 
was interested in me. I could tell that by 
the way they looked at me. 

But there was one thing I couldn’t help 
noticing. All these people who worked for 
him seemed to like him tremendously. They 
acted as if they’d do anything for him, and 
there weren’t any whisperings or looks be- 
hind his back and things like that. I had 
to admit that in every way except one Dave 
Grady was likable. I could see how if I 
hadn’t been afraid of him I’d have thought 
him fascinating. I even made little excuses 
for him. No wonder he lived a fast life, 
for lots of women must have found him 
terribly attractive. And of course he must 
lead a fast life, or he wouldn’t be after me 
in the way he was. 

I kept out of his way as much as I could. 
Every day I’d go to the theater, and as 
soon as I was through at five-thirty and 
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double chin, ete. Has helped thousands. 
Men's, women's, children’s sizes Set 
comprises Perfect Breather, inhaler, in- 
haling balm, complete instructions and 
valuable breathing exercises. $3.00, cash or C. O. D. plus 
few cents postage. Satisfaction or refund. Booklet free 


PERFECT BREATHER C0., 2966 Edgemont St, Dept. A., Phila, Pa. 
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THE IRRESISTIBLE PERFUME DESIR D'AMOUR 


“LOVE’S DESIRE” 


This mysteriously alluring perfume 
attracts and fascinates. Rich and poor, 
proud and humble alike fully appre- 
ciate its charm and gentle magic. 
Poignant, sweet and lingering as one's 
first kiss. Lends the charm you need to 
be happy in love and social affairs. In 
crystal vial $2.75 and postage. Pay 
when delivered. Lasts for many 
months. Instructions included. Plain wrapper. 

MAGNUS WORKS, Box 12, Varick Sta., New York, Desk SMS-2 


1000 Hotel Positions Open! 


| 

NATION WIDE demand for trained men 
. and women in hotels, clubs, restaurants 
cafeterias Past experience unnecessary 
We train you in your spare time at home 


and put you in touch with positions. | 
Our students employed by leading) 
hotels everywhere. Write for Free Book. | 
LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS, 
Room ARZ-133 Washington, D. C.| 


Send your name and address for fr booklet giving interesting infor- 
mation and vital facts about Advertising. Find out how we prepare you 
at home, in your spare time, for the opportunities open in this fascinating 
business. Practical work. No text books. Old established school. Suc- 
cessful gradua’ everywhere. Just the plan you have always wanted. 
Write teday. No obligation 


PAGE-DAVIS SCHOOL OF ADVERTISING 
Dept. 3182, 3601 Michigan Ave., Chicago, U. S. A. 


“LATEST STYLE WRIST WATCH 
Direct from Switzerland 


FULL JEWELED 

MOVEMENT 
This fully guaranteed dainty Ladies’ Watch cannot be manufactured 
in America for less than $12.00. Beautifully engraved case and dial. 
Send No Money. Pay on delivery $3.99 plus postage. **Fedco,"’ 


U. S. Swiss Agents, 561 Broadway, New York City, Dept. L 38 


| was gone. 


| I did my best to encourage him, telling him 


the treasurer came to take my place fo 


keep up. 


refuse. 


around my shoulder. 
he said. 


opened softly in the back of the orchestra, 
and a young man came down towards us. 

I noticed he had a round head, and even 
in that shadowy light that he had a nice 
smile. He looked a little timid, I thought, 
though my real first thought was one of 
relief for his arrival. 

“What do you want? What do you mean 
by coming in here?” Dave Grady demanded 
angrily. 

“T—they told me the boss was here,” he 
stammered. “Don’t need a good piano 
player, do you?” 

“Got one,” Grady said. 

The young man turned away without 
another word. His shoulders were bent a 
little, and all at once I thought of how I had 
} come to the city, afraid of everything, and 
been turned down so often. Saying some- 
thing about it being necessary for me to go 
to the booth, I managed to get away from 
Grady. My heart was thumping madly 
and I told myself he had probably reached 
the limit of his patience and would get rid 
of me now. 

As I went out into the lobby, I saw the 
young man who had applied for the or- 
chestra job. He was standing, watching the 
crowds go past, as if he hadn’t a place in 
the world to go, and I thought he looked 
downcast. 

I felt a warm rush of sympathy for him, 
and I tried to express it by my smile. He 
came over near the booth, and in about a 
minute we were talking as if we had known | 
each other all our lives. 

It’s almost impossible not to like some- 
body who’s in trouble. You're bound to 
| make allowances, for one thing. And though 
somehow the quick glances this man kept 
throwing behind him were furtive and sus- 
picious, I told myself he had probably been 
through a lot of misfortune aud his nerve 


THOUGHT of how lonely I'd been, and 
of all the things that I’d been through. I 
imagined he was going through them, too. 


the bigger evening crowds, I’d almost vanish 
in my haste to get away. One evening I 
heard Dave Grady call to me, but I pre- | 
tended I hadn’t. He followed me but I} 
managed to get out of sight in the crowd 
and go down one of the side streets. I 
| wondered how much longer this on 


NE day just before the first show, he 
came in and told me he wanted my 
opinion about changing the seating arrange- 
ments. It was like an order and I couldn't | 


The theater was dim inside like a church. 
We went down the aisle, and Dave Grady 
told me what he meant to do. Then all at 
once he moved closer and put his arm 

“Listen, Molly, why go on being lonely ?” 


At the same instant one of the doors 
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Are you aging too soon—getting 
up 5 to 10 times at night—is vi- 
tality ebbing steadily away—are 
you definitely on the down grade, 
half-living, blue, depressed— 
are you subject to chronic con- 
stipation, chronic fatigue, back- 
ache, foot and leg pains? Then 
look to the vital prostate gland! 


New Facts About 
The Prostate Gland 


Do you think it is natural for a man to 
suffer at or beyond a certain middle age? 
In men past 40, do you know that these 
symptoms are often the direct result of 
prostate failure? Are you aware that 
these symptoms frequently warn of the 
most critical period of a man’s life, and 
that ay om trouble, unchecked, usually 
goes from bad to worse—that it frequently 
| leads to months and even years of fruit- 
| less treatment and even surgery—that it 
even threatens life itself? 


Free to Men Past 40 


No man past 40 should go on blindly blaming 
old age for these distressing conditions. Know 
the true meaning of these symptoms. Send 
for a new, illustrated and intensely interesting 
booklet, “‘Why Many Men Are Old at 40,” written 
by a well-known American Scientist, and see if 
these facts apply to you. 


Natural Method 


There is little or nothing that medicine can do for the 
prostate zland. Massage is annoying, expensive and not 
— efrective Now this scientist has perfected a 
totally different kind of treatment that you can use 
in the privacy of your own home. It employs no drugs, 
medicine, violet rays, diets or exercises. It stimulates 
the vital prostate gland in a new natural way, and it is 
as harmless as brushing your hair. 40,000 men have 
used it with remarkable results. 


Swift Natural Relief 


Letters pour in from every state and from many foreign 
countries. Now physicians and surgeons in every 

of the country are using and recommending this non- 
medical treatment. So directly does this new safe treat- 
ment go to the prostate gland that noticeable relief often 
follows overnight. So remarkable are the results that 


he was certain to land a job soon. 

He looked at me with his head on one, 
side and grinned. 

“Yes, I guess I can’t avoid one much 
longer,” he said. “But if you run into some 
rich old dame who doesn’t know what to do 
with her money, just let me know, won’t you ?” 

He nodded and went away. And I told 
myself he was being cynical just to try to 
keep up his spirits. 

I tried to think of some way I could help 
him. He was from the country, he'd told 
me, from a little town out West, and I kept | 
thinking of how helpless he really was. 
Somehow everybody in the city was so hard 
and unfair, that you didn’t have a chance 
unless you became the same way, too. 

As I was thinking that, Dave Grady came 
out. He gave me a sullen look like a spoiled 
small boy, and went past without a word. 
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you can test it under a guarantee that unless you feel 10 
years younger in 6 days you pay nothing. 


Scientist’s Book Free 
Send now for this Scientist's free book and learn these 
new facts about the prostate gland and old age ailments. 
This book is sent without cost or obligation. Simply 
mail the coupon to W. J. Kirk, President, 6702 Morris 
Ave., Steubenville, Ohio. 
If you live West of the Rockies, mail yourinquiry to 
The Electro Thermal Co. 
303 Van Nuys Building, Dept. 67-B 


LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 


W. J. Kirk, Pres., 
6702 Morris Ave., 
Steubenville, Ohio. 


Without obligation, kindly send me a free copy 
of “Why Many Men Are Old at 40.” 
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Electricity 


~Easy at Last 


i4: Learn by 
Doing 
In 90 Days 


By Actual Work in the 
Great Shops of Coyne 
Learn this fascinating, big- 
pay game on real electrical 
machinery. Prepare for jobs leading to sala~‘»s of 
$50, $60 and up a week. New, Easy, Sure Method. 
Not a Correspondence School. You learn by work- 
ing on great outlay of electrical apparatus! And 
instructors help you every step of the way! NO 
EXPERIENCE OR ADVANCED EDUCATION 
NEEDED. It stands to reason that nothing can 
compare with practical, Personal Training. 


EARN WHILE LEARNING 


Many of my students pay all or part of their ex- 
penses through part time employment secured by 
our employment bureau. Should you need this 
service, we will assist you in every possible way- 


SEND NOW FOR BIG FREE BOOK 


COYNE Electrical SCHOOL 


Not a Correspondence School—H. C. Lewis. Pree.— Eat. 1899 


Soo So. Paulina St. Del. 28-34 Chicago, Ill. 


Mr. H.C. Lewts, Coyne Electrical School, Dept. 
S00 So. Paulina Street, Chicago, til. 
Please send me Illustrated FREE Book-on Electricity and Coyne. No 
obligation. Also details on free employment service io, automo- 
and seropiane electrical courses that are included. 


FREE SAMPLE 


This regular 50 cents 
purse bottle of capti- 
vating Sweer Marcia 
perfume sent free on 
receipt of name and ad- 
dress, enclosing TEN 
CENTS for packing 
and postage. (Outside 
U.S. A.5 cents extra.) 


LAWRENCE, INC. 
Dept. 3-Z 

State St. and Powelton Ave. 

Philadelphia, Pa. 


famous “Luck Power Vs. Mind 
Power” is free to any one who will 
wear this replica of the oldest Talis- 


Reproduction, guaranteed 25 
low the 


Send size at once and 20 cents for postage Pay only 


$3.75 when delivered Mone y Back Guarant 
MAGNUS WORKS 
Box 12, Varick Station, New York, Dept. SMS-2 


ALWAYS Ask For DENISON’S —52 Years of Hits 
Comedy - Dramas, Vaudeville Acta, 
Farces, Musical PLAYS Monologs, Dialogs, 
Comedies, Revues, Entertainments, 
Cireus and Magic Books. 

ack-faceSkits, Snappy Posters, 
Opening Choruses MINSTRELS Window Cards. 
Complete First-Parts, with Song Programa, 
New Clever COMEDY SONGS fer your show. 
Make-up Goods, Wigs. CATALOGUE FREE, 
T. S. DENISON & CO., 623 So. Wabash, Dept, 144 Chicage 


“Seven Magic Secrets”’ 


| 


I saw a down-and-outer who was searching 
the faces of the crowd go up to him and 
Dave Grady put his hand in his pocket and 
gave him something before he was through 
speaking. It was easy to see why people 
liked him. I felt I might have liked him, 
too, if he’d only let me alone 

Things went on so monoeionously and I 
had so little to think about, that I thought 
about Jack Rogers, the young man I'd 
talked to, the young piano player from the 
little country town. And two days later 
about four o'clock in the afternoon, he came 
down the street and walked up to my booth, 

He chatted a while, and somehow, look- 
ing at his worn clothes and nervous gestures, 
I felt sorrier than ever for him. I was as 
nice to him as I could be, thinking he was 
in low spirits. 


The next day he came back again, and ° 


pretty soon he'd stop by every day. He'd 
tell me about his attempts to get a job. I 
felt he liked me, but he never became per- 
sonal, and sometimes he’d only stop for a 
minute. 

Of course Dave Grady saw what was hap- 
pening, and he’d look furiously at Jack 
whenever he saw him with me. That made me 
obstinate. Even if I were to lose my job, I 
told myself I was going to choose my friends. 

I think it was Grady’s jealousy that made 
me feel I liked Jack Rogers so much, even 
though I still knew scarcely anything about 
him. Because we were both without friends 
in the city, we grew more and more drawn 
to each other. 


HEN one day he didn’t appear, and by 

the end of the afternoon it seemed to me 
I was just searching the faces of the crowd 
looking for him. I begam to get worried. 
Sometimes he had gotten so blue, he had 
talked of killing himself and things like that. 
Suppose something had happened to him! 
Or maybe it was that he was just ashamed 
of merely stopping in each day to talk to me, 


| and never taking me anywheres, to lunch or 


anything like that. He'd muttered some- 
thing about being too poor to do the things 
he wanted, and I knew he'd meant taking 
me out. As if that mattered! 

I wrote a long letter to Helen that night, 
enclosing my usual money order. Then I 
sat on my bed and kept thinking about Jack 
Rogers. I told myself nothing had happened 
to him, and that he’d probably show up the 
next day. 

But there was no sign of him then, either. 
And that afternoon as I was putting on my 
hat and coat in the office, I saw Grady 
smirking at me in the doorway. Then I 
was sure, right away, that Grady had some- 
thing to do with Jack’s disappearance. Why 
hadn’t I thought of that before? What 
could he have said to Jack? 

I hated Dave Grady, hated him for being 
so rich and so powerful. He seemed to have 
everything he wanted, good looks and 
strength and determination. Jack would be 
so helpless against a man like that. I wished 
I had asked Jack for his address. As it was, 
I didn’t even know where he lived. What 
had become of him? Wouldn't I ever see 
him again? 

The next day I went out to lunch as 
usual. As I was coming out of the restau- 
rant, I saw Jack Rogers. He didn’t see me. 
He was staring at the things in the windows, 
and he looked thin and haggard. 

I put my hand gently on his arm, and he 
turned nervously. 

“Jack,” I asked, “what’s happened? Did 
he tell you to keep away?” 

“Who? Your boss?” He shook his head. 

“Oh,” I said, wonderingly. “Well, it 
doesn’t matter.” 

I was a little angry at myself for having 
worried so much about him. The next mo- 
ment he said something which changed my 
whole mood. 

“No, of course it doesn’t,” he said. A 
kind of bitterness came into his voice and 
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eyes. “When a fellow’s in trouble, I guess 
it doesn’t matter to anybody else. When 
you haven't eaten for two days—” 

He noticed the look on my face, and 
stopped. 

“So long, Molly!” he said jauntily. “Be 
good. I don’t suppose you can help it!” 

I didn’t pay any attention to his sneering, 
or the way he spoke. I felt that if I were 
in trouble like that, I'd hate everybody too. 

I put my hand on his arm. “But I want 
to help you,” I pleaded. “Can’t I do any- 
thing ?” 

He gave a swift look, as if he were won- 
dering about something. 


“CQ EE here,” he said with sudden frank- 

\J ness. “I’m getting some money to- 
morrow. Then I'll be able to pay my land- 
lord and get my room back. Last night I 
put up on a park bench. But it isn’t that 
that worries me. I need the money now! 
I've got to have it now. Tomorrow will 
be too late. If I only knew someone I 
could borrow from!” 

I gazed around desperately, as if some- 
where I’d see some money floating down 
from the sky. I'd paid my own rent, and 
I hadn’t a thing. Sending Helen all I could 
spare always left me without a penny at the 
end of the week. 

He made an impatient gesture. “Oh, don’t 
bother your head about it,” he said. 

“But,” I exclaimed, “there must be some- 
thing I can do. I haven’t anything myself, 
but maybe I could get some money some- 
wheres. And you've got to let me help you. 
After all, we're both from country towns, 
aren't we? You see, it’s really up to me 
to help you.” 

He was silent for a moment. Then he ex- 
plained slowly: 

“Well, I'll tell you what the trouble is. As 
I said, tomorrow I’m getting some money— 
two hundred dollars from a music pub- 
lisher. But I need every cent of it right 
now. I have to wire it right away, or my 
mother’s house, the house she’s lived in all 
her life, will be taken from her. And she’s 
sick. That’s the trouble I’m in.” 

I didn’t know what to say. I just stood 
there staring at him, and feeling so sorry 
for him that a lump rose in my throat. 
Then as I racked my brain, one wild im- 
pulse came to me. 

“Listen,” I said, “I don’t think there’s 
much of a chance, but since you can get the 
money and pay me back tomorrow, I might 
be able to borrow it for you.” 

A look of bewilderment and hope crossed 
his face. He started to speak, but I stopped 
him, 

“Stay right here,” I said. “I won’t be 
long. Only don’t be too disappointed if 
nothing comes of it. I'll do my best.” 


WENT down the street with a kind of 

warm glow inside me. But the nearer I 
got to the Pantheon Theater, the more my 
courage failed me, and the more scared I 
became of carrying my impulse out. 

But what could happen to me? Nothing 
except a refusal. And Jack would do the 
same for me, wouldn’t he, if I were in 
trouble ? 

I had seen Dave Grady go into the pri- 
vate office before I went to lunch. He was 
still there. I stepped inside. 

“I’ve got to have two hundred dollars,” 
I said without any preliminaries, “and I’ve 
come to you. You see, I can pay it back 
tomorrow. Otherwise, I wouldn't — I 
wouldn’t—”’ 

Dave Grady waved my apologies aside. 
“Sure!” he said and put his hand into his 
pocket and counted out the money. 

I didn’t know how to thank him, because 
I felt too grateful. He hadn’t hesitated, he 
hadn’t even asked me for an explanation. 
No wonder people liked him as they did. I 
wished somehow that we could have been 
friends, that he hadn’t from the very start 
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made me distrust him by being so insistent. , 

In a minute I was on the street, retracing | 
my steps to Jack Rogers. 

When I put the bills into his hands, he 
looked as if he couldn’t believe his eyes. 

“I wouldn’t have believed it!” he mut- |} 
tered as if to himself. “See here, Molly, I 
want to know you a lot better. This is a 
pretty big thing you’ve done for me. Let’s 
have a little celebration tonight, what do | 
you say? Tell you what, I'll get in some 
delicatessen stuff and we'll eat together up 
in my room, and maybe take in a show af- | 
terwards. How would that be?” 

| 

IS eyes looked straight into mine, and 
then I looked away. I went back to 

the theater, but my mind was full of what | 
had happened. At last five-thirty came | 
when I was free to go. I went inside to | 
get my things. Just as I was leaving Dave | 
Grady came in. 

“Hello,” he said, “what’s the rush? Let's | 
sit down nd have a little talk.” 

“If you don’t mind, Mr. Grady,” I sac, | 
“T’ve got to go. I’ve got an appointment.” 

“Well, you can give me a minute, can’t 
you?” he asked. 

After what he had done for me, I couldn’t 
refuse, but I didn’t like being alone with him | 
like that in the dark office. 

He came over and stood close to me. It | 
was as if he were trying to hold himself 
back from kissing me right then. 

“Listen, Molly,” he said. “I’m wild about 
you. Now what are you so sore about? 
You don’t even speak to me half the time. 
I notice you're friendly enough with that 
imitation lounge lizard who comes hanging 
around here every afternoon. Don’t you 
think I’m as good as he is? Listen, even if 
you don’t like me now I could show you a 
good time. You're lonely, aren’t you? Come 
on up to my apartment—I want you to 
meet—” 

His hand had closed around mine but I 
knew things couldn’t go on this way. They 
just had to stop. I felt miserable and 
scared and angry all at once. 

“You've bothered me ever since I’ve come 
here.” I broke out. “You think because 
you're rich I'll give in to you, but I won’t. 
Maybe I haven't any friends to protect me, | 
but just because you did me a big favor this 
afternoon, you try to take advantage of me 
now. I suppose that’s why you did me 
that favor, to put me under obligation to 
you. Well, I'll see that you get the money 
back tomorrow. And you don’t need to fire 
me. I'll go.” 

I was half sobbing by that time, and I 
didn’t even hear what he was trying to say 
to me. I broke away from him almost vio- 
lently, and got out on the street. Then my 
heart sank. I couldn’t have acted any other 
way, but I was out of a job now, and how 
was I going to tell Helen? Well, I'd get | 
another, even if I didn’t have any special | 
training. 


I WAS on my way to see Jack Rogers, and 
thinking of him and how happy I'd been 
able to make him, I was suddenly glad. 
Maybe it was worth it, worth going through | 
anything, if you could help a person in a 
pinch like that. 

I found myself in front of a red, old-fash- 
ioned stone house in the west Forties. It | 
must have been a fine residence once, but | 
it looked gloomy and sordid now. The front 
door was open, and I climbed the stairs till I 
came to a door with Jack Rogers’s name on it. 

When I knocked, he stood there smiling 
at me, looking like a different man. He had 
a brand new suit. Across his shoulder I saw 


a table piled with all sorts of things to eat.| * 


There was a polished cane leaning against the | 
wall, a hat still in its box, and a suitcase 
with the wrapping only partly torn off. 

He waved at the new things. “You put 
me on easy street,” he said. 

“But,” I said, “how did you—I mean 1| 


Find the“One” House That 
Is Different From the Others—It’s FREE 


There are 14 six-room houses pictured here. 

To be sure they all look alike, but examine them 
closely. Thirteen of them are exactly alike, but one, 
and only one, is different. It isn’t aseasy as it looks. 
See if you can find the different one. It is going to 
be given away ABSOLUTELY F 


These Clues At first glance all 


the pictures look 
W alike, but on closer 
é ill Help You examination you 
will see that one, and only one, differs in some way 
from all the others. The difference may be in the 
fence, steps or even shutters. If you can find the 
one house that is different from all the others write 
me TODAY QUICK. You may become the owner 
of this house without one cent of cost to you. 


Built Anywhere in U.S. 


The one house that is different from all the 
others is going to be given away ABSOLUTELY 
FREE. It makes no difference where you live. The 
house can be built anywhere in the U.S., andif you 
do not own a lot I will even arrange to buy a lot on 
which to build the house. A beautiful and com- 
fortable six-room house may be yours if you can 
find the different house. Certainly you have longed 
for the day to come when you could own your own 
home—this is your golden opportunity. Act QUICK. 


You Cannot Lose Positively 


every one 
taking advantage of this opportunity is rewarded. 
Find the one house that is different from all the 
others and rush your name and address to me TO- 
DAY. A postal card will do, just say, “House No. 
— is different fromallthe others. Without any obli- 
gation please tell me how I can get this fine six-room 
house without one cent of cost to me.” 


LEE MORGAN, Pres. 


¥ “| would not part with it for $10,000” 
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like manner testify over 100,000 
people who have worn it. 


The Natural @ 
Body Brace 


Overcomes WEAKNESS 
and ORGANIC AILMENTS 
of WOMEN and MEN. Devel- 


erect, graceful figure. 
Brings comfort, abil- Girls 
| ity to do things, health, strength. Also 


Do it harmlessly without pills, diet or tiresome exercire 

—in the privacy of your home with thie New Magic 

down fat cells, removes fat 

quickly, easily and safely. A few minutes use a day | 

| Wear it 30 Days Free at 
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where there ai ty o ‘ he perf reduces enlarged abdomen; straightens and strengthens the 


figure you want. You will glow with health. 
Used and Endorsed Theatrical 
Stars and Prominent 


| back; corrects stooping shoulders; develops lungs, chest and 
bust; relieves backache; curv: atures, nervousness, ruptures, 
constipation, after effects of Flu. Comfortable, easy to wear. 


Write today for illustrat- 
Order at once. We free Tipe on weight 

aod Pay Keep Yourself Fit ed booklet, measurement 
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137 


HOWARD C. RASH, Pres., Natural Brace 
Rash Building SALINA, 


| 
| 
ii 
m 7 Box 405, Batavia, Mlinois 11 
id of 
irer I 
e m ‘ 
red I | 
thing A j 
o the % TiS 
lar Reduce where you vor 
ve 
Pye Want to Reduce (ii. | | 
: 
aside 
o his 
ation 
~ 


As Beauty 
Experts 


Remove Cold Cream 


This new way saves expensive laundry | 
and safeguards your complexion. | 


7-Day Test Free 


OU need cold cream as a beauty aid 

as a cleanser, as a powder base. 

But skin specialists tell you it often clogs 

the pores, lets the skin become sallow, 

greasy, actually rubs germs into the skin 
—if it is not properly removed. 

That's why this new method of remov- 
ing cold cream is so important. Towels 
are not only expensive (because cream 
ruins them, you know) but they are 
often too harsh for delicate skin. 

To meet the requirements of modern 


beauty culture, a new product has been 
perfected — called Kleenex ’Kerchiefs. 
These gossamer light, super-absorbent 


sheets remove cold cream, make-up, etc., 
without rubbing — gently, effectively. 
hey absorb all surplus oils. They leave 
your skin fresh, radiant, free of impuri- 
ties. And... they are most economical. 


FOR COLDS 


For colds, Kleenex 'Kerchiefs eliminate damp 

handkerchiefs, possible reinfection and irri- 

tation. You use them once, then discard om 
Absorbent, non-irritati i 


KLEENEX 


ABSORBENT 


KERCHIEFS 


At all drug and toilet goods counters 


In 2 size packages (sheets 90 sq. in.). Introductory size 
(generous supply) 25c. Regular size (230 sheets) soc 


7- Day ‘Supply —FREE 


KLEENEX CoO., 8.2 
Lake-Michigan Bidg., Chicago, II. 
Please send sample of Kleenex "Kerchiefs. 


thought you had to wire the money home.” 

He frowned. “Sure I did. But I just 
picked up most of these things for a small 
deposit 

Then silencing any other questions I might 
have asked he led me over to the table. He 
was in such high spirits that I decided to 
say nothing of what had happened to me. 
We ate a lot of cold meats and salads and I 
made some coffee on a little two-burner gas 
stove. While I was doing that he went to 
a closet and came back with two bottles of 
whiskey. 

“I’ve got something to celebrate with,” he 
said. 


HEN I told him I didn’t want any my- 

self, he tried his best to make me 
change my mind. “Oh, come on,” he pleaded. 
“One won't do you harm. Besides I don’t 
want to drink alone. I thought you were 
a good sport.” 

I still refused and he grew a little angry. 
I told him he was spoiled. 

We were sitting on a big wide couch, which 
was the only thing to sit on. There were lots 
of pillows on it piled against the wall. I lay 
back and Jack sat next to me, putting his 
whiskey glass on the table where he could 
reach it. 

I don’t know why it was, but everything 
seemed to be wrong. Jack himself seemed 
like another man. Now that he was drink- 
ing he had changed though I didn’t just 
know how. 

And when he leaned over and kissed me, 
I only felt that I didn’t want him to. I 
didn't like him enough. 

Then he said: 

“See here, you certainly woke me up this 
afternoon. I didn’t know you had a friend.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“Oh, don’t let’s kid each other. You didn’t 
get two hundred dollars just by asking for 
it? You don’t think I was born yesterday, 
do you?” 

I looked at him in utter astonishment. All 
the things I had thought of him since I had 
first seen him seemed suddenly untrue. His 
light grey eyes had an almost treacherous 
look in them, and his smile seemed cruel 
somehow. I was so bewildered I couldn't 
speak at first. Then at last I found my 
voice. 

“How can you say anything like that to 
me? How can you, knowing me as you do? 
I thought you realized I—” 

“Oh, don’t pull that innocent little coun- 
try girl stuff on me,” he said savagely. “I’m 
from the country, too, and I know all about 
it. You got away with it for a while, but 
I always suspected . . He reached over 
suddenly and grabbed my hand. 

“T hate you!” I cried as I jumped to my 
feet. He got up unsteadily and stood be- 
tween me and the door. 


“Where are you going?” 
“Anywhere! Anywhere! Away from 
you!” 


E SEEMED to be collecting his senses. 

Then all at once he grinned. “You gave 
me two hundred dollars for my poor, poor 
mother this afternoon,” he said mockingly. 
“My poor, poor mother, who'd try to get me 
locked up if she ever got her eyes on me. 
Well, I told you I'd give you back the 
money tomorrow. And I will, too. Tomor- 
row morning, if you stay here until then. 
If you want to leave, that lets me out!” 

I looked at him unbelievingly, a kind of 
horror forcing itself into my brain. The 
man I had thought timid and shy and strug- 
gling was really a cheat, living on his wits 
and stopping at nothing. 


Two hundred dollars, the two hundred I 


i | owed Dave Grady and I could get it back 


I didn’t even pre- 


only on such conditions! 
things as 


tend to answer. I put on my 


| quickly as I could and slipped past him to 
| the door. 
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Would You Like 
a*15.00 Check? 


Many ofour 
Spare-time 
workers 
earn as 
much as 


$75 in one 
month. 


And Cash Commissions of 


Four Times that Amount? 


ROM boys and girls in their 
F teens to grandmas and gran- 

dads, hundreds of folks are 
turning their leisure moments into 
good hard cash—without experience 
and without interfering with their 
regular duties. 


You can, too—by simply taking 
care of the renewals of present sub- 
scribers to Goop HovusEKEEPING, 
Cosmopo.iran, Harper’s Bazar 
and our other immensely popular 
magazines in your locality; and by 
sending us the new subscriptions 
you take during your spare time. 


The coupon below will bring you, 
without obligation and free of charge, 
complete instructions and money- 
making outfit. Your spare time is 
gold—don’t waste it. 


Mail this 

1 Dept. 228, Smart Set, 

| 119 West 40th Street, New York, N. Y. 

! Yes, I'd like some extra money. Please 

! send me at once a complete outfit for your 1 
easy money making plan. 

Street 
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And he stood there, watching, looking at 
me with narrowed eyes, as if wondering what 
1 was going to do. I heard him call some- 
thing after me when I was in the hall, but 
I would not let myself listen. 

I made my way home with a terrible 
bitterness coming over me. I remembered 
what my sister had said, that all men were 
alike. I told myself I'd never believe in 
any other man again. 

That night I lay awake, thinking and try- 
ing to stop thinking. I was worried and de- 
pressed. I'd have to see Dave Grady again, 
and tell him I couldn’t pay him back right 
away, but if he’d give me time, I'd make 
everything right. There was no use trying 
to get it back from Jack Rogers. He'd lie, 
say anything, and besides I disliked him now 
even more than Grady. Grady at least 
didn’t pretend to be anything he wasn't. 

But I didn’t dare see Grady again, be- 
cause I was afraid now, afraid of everyone 
and everything. I decided I'd write him a 
letter and try to explain 

The next morning I got up and read the 
want ads in the papers. I went to about 
ten places, I guess, and finally I was so tired 
and discouraged that I gave up and went 
back to my room. 

I hadn't written to Dave Grady yet. I 
wanted to put it off as long as I could. 

When I got to the house I lived in, I 
saw a letter addressed to me on the table 
in the hall. It wasn't in Helen's handwrit- 
ing and she was the only person who ever 
wrote to me. 


PENING it, I found it was from Dr. 

Martin, back in Middleburg. He told 
me that he was writing confidentially to me. 
He understood that I was supporting the 
family by working in the city. The baby was 
slowly getting better, but the terrible strain 
had begun to tell on Helen. She was threat- 
ened with serious illness unless she could have 
a change of climate right away. It would 
do the baby good also. He wouldn't say 
anything to her until he heard from me. 

I put the letter down and stood there. It 
seemed as if everything in the world had 
gone against me. A terrible feeling of des- 
peration and hopelessness came over me. It 
was as if I were being driven by forces I 
couldn’t fight. Helen, my sister—and her 
baby—what would become of us all? 

Standing there, I felt there was only one 
answer. The city had beaten me, and I 
didn’t have any choice. Well, I'd go to Dave 
Grady’s apartment. I'd go now, without 
thinking.. I'd give up. 

I tried to eat a little before I looked up 
Dave Grady’s address in the phone book. 
When I got there I found that he lived in 
a big handsome apartment house, overlook- 
ing the river. The doorman looked me over, 
then nodded and told me the floor. 

All at once after I rang the bell I started 
to walk rapidly away; then I stopped and 
came back. It was no use trying. Even if 
I got the best job I could hope for, it 
wouldn’t be enough to take care of Helen 
now. 

The door opened and a_ white-haired 
woman with a sweet face peered out at 
me. For a moment I thought I'd rung the 
wrong bell, but when I mumbled the name, 
she smiled and asked me to come in. She 
wasn’t at all the kind of housekeeper I had 
expected Dave Grady to have. 

I stepped into a little room on the side 
and waited there. I was scared now, and 
trying not to think, trying not to realize 
what I was doing. 

I looked up. Dave Grady had entered. 
4 look of surprise came into his eyes at the 
sight of me, surprise and pleasure. 

I couldn't speak, I could only stare at 
him, but I knew my face was burning with 
shame. 

Then at last I managed to say: 

“I came up as you asked me to. I—there 


doesn’t seem to be any way I can pay you} 
back the two hundred dollars except this.” 
He was frowning. “What do you mean?” 
He gave me a steady look, then all at once 
he caught me to my feet, put his arms around 
me, and I felt his kisses on my face and lips. | 
His voice was hoarse as he said: 


“wy USED to think that if I loved a wo- 

man, I wouldn't want her unless she 
loved me, too. But I love you so much that 
I don’t care whether or not you love me. 
I don’t care if the only reason you are will- 
ing to marry me is to try and pay back 
that loan!” 

I think I broke away from him in my 
sudden astonishment. I felt a quiver run 
through my body. I searched his face as 
if I had never seen it before. Marry me! 
Marry me! Had he really said that? Had 
I heard him say that? 

“But you don’t mean,” I faltered, “you 
don't mean you want me to—to—” 

“T want you to love me more than you 
could love anyone else!" he said. “But even 
if you don’t love me at all, I want you as 
my wife just the same. I'll make you love | 
me some day!” 

My head was whirling. All I could think 
of was what a fool I had been. Because 
Dave Grady was wealthy and powerful, I 
had distrusted him. I had read in all his at- | 
tentions to me just one thing. That he had 
really fallen in love with me was something 
that had never even crossed my mind. Even 
now, when I'd heard him say it, I couldn't 
quite believe it. 

Why, I'd twisted everything he'd done 
and said. I'd believed because he'd tried 
to touch me that he was anxious to make one 
more conquest. I'd believed the foolish gos- 
sip about him. I'd been a fool and I was 
ashamed of myself. | 

Just as I thought Jack Rogers was good, 
I had thought Dave hard and unscrupulous. 
And something seemed to happen to me, 
something that was strange. I'd tried to tell 
myself how hateful Dave Grady was, and 
looking at him now, it was as if everything 
were changed. I could see in him only his 
natural kindliness and generosity. 

A queer thing, to be afraid of someone for 
weeks, and all at once come to your senses 
and realize there isn’t anyone you'd rather 
trust! I had come to the city, with my head 
full of ridiculous fears, but it wasn’t the 
city man I had need to be afraid of, but a 
man from a country town like my own. 

I heard Dave saying things to me, telling 
me how good he meant to be. I heard him 
mention his mother, the white-haired woman 
I had thought was his housekeeper. His 
mother lived with him and he wanted me 
to meet her; that was why he had asked me 
to come up to the apartment. 

How could I explain? What could I say? 
But Dave Grady didn’t seem to care about 
anything except that I had come to him at 
last of my own accord. 

I did try to falter something that would 
explain away all my past rudeness and indif- 
ference. 

“You never told me about your mother or | 
anything,” I said 

“You didn’t give me a chance,” he de- 
clared. “But I knew you'd like me some- 
time. I knew some day you'd listen to me. 
Why, as soon as I saw you, I knew you were | 
the girl I wanted to marry. I knew you| 
were good and nothing in the world could | 
ever make you bad.” 


SLL, you have to have some secret 

from everybody, I guess, and I knew 
that the real reason why I had come to him 
at last was going to be my secret from 
Dave. I felt happy and peaceful, and the 
bitterness left me for good. I began to 
smile as I thought of Helen and her baby 
and realized that though I could do every- 
thing for them now, the sudden joy in my | 
heart wasn’t for that alone! i 
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Guitar 
GIVEN 


to our Students 


ThisHawaiianGuitarex- 
pert and professor wants {¥ 
the opportgnity to welcome you 
as a stud@ 2so you will quickly 
learn how to play Hawaiian Guitar 
--yes, you will be able to play just 
like the native Hawaiians. To get 
you started and help your musical / 
success which will bring you popu- 
larity, you will receive a beauti- y 
ful Hawaiian Guitar, the same 
as the one pictured, when you / 
enroll. Our short cut method 
of instruction will enable 
you to play a piece al- 
most from the first 
lesson, Rush coupon 
for full partieulars to- 
day and we will re- 
serve a Hawaiian 
Guitar for you. 


With our short cut method 
of instruction you_will quickl 
learn how to play Hawaiian Guitar 
which will bring you popularity and 
success. You learn to playfrom notes. If you 
never hadany musical training, you will quickly 
t on, because our experts have perfected a course of 
instruction which is as simple as learning A,B,C’s. 
PICTURE and PHONOGRAPH RECORD 
METHOD EASY We don’t depend upon 
printed lessons only for 
your success, but we furnish pictures 
our professors playing, diagrams, charts 
and phenograph records for each lesson 
This practically brings our professors from 
our studio to your home and enables you to 
listen to their playing just as If they were ac 
tually fn front of you ‘© prove this is easy, we 
will send you your first lesson free 


RUSH COUPON — Send No Money 
So itive are we that you will become one of our students we 
will send free without obligation our first lessen Also receive 
our free big book which gives particulars about our course. 
Write for your free book and your free lesson today. 


HAWAIIAN STUDIO No. 79028 
of New York Academy of Music 
100 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 

Please rush your free book, “‘How to Learn Hawaiian 
Guitar’’ and my first lesson. Also reserve a Hawaiian 
Guitar for me. This obligates me in no way whatever. 


Name ... 


Address 


HE REDUCED 
What a Relief! 


Virginia Grant is a social 
favorite now. But when she 
was overweight, she was not 
popular because her figure 
was clumsy, ungainly, and 


her clothes did not fit. 
She tried to reduce, through ; ; 


diet and otherwise, but was 
unsuccessful, Then she used 
Korein, and quickly lost her 
superfluous flesh, as proved 
by her photograph. 

Men and women of all ages 
and weights have used Korein. 
They report reductions from : 
10 to 70 pounds, easily, safely, genuinely. 

Korein is fully guaranteed and absolutely 
harmless. Simple, safe, reliable. Buy it at your 
drug store today, or a testing sample will be sent 

RE to anyone wishing to improve health 
F throueh reducing weight happily. 
Overcome dangerous obesity, and become slender 
and younger looking. Fill out coupon, or 
write to 


KOREIN CO., K-488, Sta. L, New York 
Please send me Free Test of KOREIN. 
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Learn to a 4 
Play Quickly 


Posiam Often Ends Pimples 
in 24 hours 


Pimples, black heads, eczema, rashes and 
other blemishes ¢ leared up quic kly and safely by Posiata. 
. Used successfu for all skin troubles for 

twenty years It must be good. Thousands 

of unsolicited letters from delighted users 

tell of amazing success. Buy Poslam at 

your druggist, only r let us prove to 

ou free that Poslam will clear your skin. 


FREE Proof Sample! 


See amazing improvement within 24 hours, 
Free No coat No obligation. Send to- 
day for generous trial size of Poslam 
Simply mail your name and address to 


Sample Desk F, Poslam Co.. 254 W. 54th Street, New York, N. ¥. 


Double Your Pay 
FKasy Way 


Learn at Home 4 
to Make Clever |) 


abitity ne ade ea at home by 
and Student R.A. Hart 
I make spare time 
eur her students make 
in spare earning -- 1m when they 
Card Wr 75 and si00 a week 
Explains amazing opportu 
Ret ‘ree ook nites to make money 
your own hborhood 
No obligation. No salesmar. will call State age an ¥ Mr ias or Mrs 
WASHINGTON SHOW CARD SCHOOL 
1117-15th St., W. Dept, 962F Washington, 0. C. 
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LIFE-LIKE ‘PORTRAIT 
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ly We eax Size 1 
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| ay stman piss postag: 
order and we pay p: 
lovely miniature you ge PRE ig worth more than the price 
you pay for enlargement AY! ! 


Don't DE ail your photos NOW 


UNITED PORTRAIT COMPANY | 
1652 Ogden Avenue Dept. 149 


CALLOUSES 


Quick, safe relief for callouses 
and burning on bottom of feet. 
At drug and shoe stores everywhere 


Df Schol!’s 
Zino-pads 


For Free Sample write The Scholl Mfg. Co., Chicago 


WRITE THE WORDS 
FOR A SONG 


We Compose Music 


Our Composer Wrote Many Song Hits 


MONARCH MUSIC COMPANY 


236 West 55th St., Dept. 139 New York 


The Folly of Trial Marriages 


[Continued from page 25] 


But it is only when the 
glamour has worn off that they take stock 
to ascertain if they are in mental accord. 
Deliberate selection on a mental basis on the 
part of two people marrying seems to me 
an extremely rare thing 

The increase in divorce does not mean 
that marriage has failed. It simply means 
that certain adjustments must be made in 


doubly blessed 


the marriage relation to correspond to the 
changing times. There must be more free- 
dom in marriage. The present unrest will 


never be quieted, until we not only recog- 
nize this need for freedom, but see to it that 
it is there. That is no easy thing, I know. 
It is the instinct of people in love to be 
possessive. But this possessiveness must be 
got rid of. It is that which breaks up most 


| marriages. 


| every 


HE happiest couple I know have been 

married for twenty-five years. Quite 
unconsciously the husband put his finger 
upon the reason, when he said, “You know, 
my wife treats me almost as if I were a 
stranger.” That was quite true. Each goes 
his own way. There is no sense of posses- 


siveness there, but happiness and content- 
ment, instead. 
Some time ago I met a young couple 


who had been married several years. “It is 
so hard not to be possessive,” the wife said. 
“But I am trying awfully hard and I think 


I am succeeding. 
“When my husband and I were married 
we made a pact never to interfere with 


to ask no questions and to let 
It worked perfectly 


each other 
each go his own way. 
until we got to Paris. Then on two nights 
in succession my husband went out, return- 
ing very late and volunteering no informa- 
tion about where he ‘had been or what he 
had been doing. 

“I wanted to ask him. I almost did sev- 
eral times, but then I remembered our 
agreement. The third night he put on his 
dinner clothes and went out again. I was 
frantic. It was that sense of possessiveness 
coming to the fore. I decided to show him 
ihe error of his ways by example, instead 
of by asking unwelcome questions and be- 
ing possessive about him. 

“At one o'clock I put on my evening 
clothes and waited for an hour or more 
until I heard my husband coming up the 
stairs. Then I picked up my cloak and 
climbed out of the window to the fire es- 
cape. I went to the floor above and sat 
in the dark hall until four o'clock. I crept 
down two flights and then with the normal 
amount of noise I came up the one flight to 
our apartment and let myself in. 


Y HUSBAND was waiting for me, 

with a worried expression on his face. 
Several times he started to speak, but thought 
better of it. He was remembering our agree- 
ment, I suppose, and contented himself with 
looking at me morosely. I started a con- 
versation on some unimportant subject and 
we chatted for a half hour or so, without 
any questions on either side. 

“The remainder of the time we spent in 
Paris, my husband and I were inseparable 
companions. I still don’t know where he 
was those nights and I know he is still 
wondering where I was until four o'clock. 
Had I been possessive and demanded to know 
where he was and why he had failed to take 
me, the chances are I would have spent 
night alone in Paris.” 

That woman undoubtedly will 
success of her marriage. She realizes 
the sense of freedom in marriage is 
| portant, even if the freedom is not 
' Possessiveness destroys a marriage 
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than anything else. Most of the trouble in 
the world comes from two clashing rights. 
Since you women have insisted upon your 
rights and we men are gradually learning 
to yield, the relationship between men and 
women should become much better. 

Ii we men insist upon what you women 
have every good reason to call our “anti- 
quated or oriental ideas” we are bound to 
be licked. You women have waked up to 
the fact that you don’t have to stand for 
us any more if we are not agreeable. I 
thank Providence that such is the case. The 
world is much more cheerful, since we men 
have had to be agreeable and on our good 
behavior all the time. 


EN have always wanted women to be 
happy and in their own peculiar way 
have tried to make them so. We men today 
are no different. We want you women to be 
happy, but the trouble lies in our wanting 
you to be happy in the way we want you 
te be happy. That sounds involved but it 
isn’t half so involved as the situation itself. 
If we simply wanted you to be happy 
and let it go at that, doing nothing about 
it and permitting our good wishes to take 
the place of our well-intentioned but often 
blundering deeds, the case might be altered 
But wishes alone do not content us. We feel 
that we should do things to make you happy. 
Yet, to have you happy is not enough. That 
by no means contents us. We insist upon 
your being happy in the way we think you 
ought to be. 


I should qualify that, perhaps. We used 
to be that way, but those days of masculine 
supremacy, I am afraid, are over. Now 


we have turned a right about face and are 
trying hard to make you happy in the 
way you want to be, instead of in our way. 
But you must give us time. We men have 
to recover from a shock that traces its origin 
to the idea of the wife secluded in the 
harem. We have had to travel a long dis- 
tance in a short time to keep pace with you. 
You have changed so rapidly in recent 
years. 

You have a perfect right to be out of the 
harem. We do not disagree with you on 
that point. We look at the matter logically 
and say “Certainly, you have every right to 
express yourselves. It was wrong that men 
should ever have placed you in the harem.” 
Our masculine mind, you see, admits it all. 
We are very fair, mentally. But our mas- 
culine inheritance from our masculine fore- 
bears, who ruled their wives with an iron 
hand and made them happy in the way 
they thought they ought to be happy, 
wriggles with protest and refuses to give 
up without some show of resistance. 


E MUST have more time. We cannot 
change all our preconceived ideas in a 
day. We have already admitted you are right. 
Now we must put our admission into ac- 
tion and learn the new réle you have as- 
signed us. I am well aware that as hus- 
bands we are still inclined to infringe upon 
your natural rights as human beings. Until 
you women became so vocal that was our 
masculine privilege. Even now, although 
we recognize your right to freedom, we don't 
really want to give it to you. Our mas- 
culine heritage is against it, but our opposi- 
tion, we know, will be of little avail. We 
may as well confess ourselves beaten and 
give up the struggle 
The fact that you women want your free- 
dom is the sign of the times. It is inevitable 
that you should win, and it is just as in- 
evitable that it is we men who are going to 
do all the yielding. Some of us have al- 
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ina Buick 


I am going to give away a brand new, latest mode! Buick 
§ to someone who answers this adv. We have already 
given away many autos. This is the most liberal offer ever 
made. Itis your ¢ hance to win this ideal car. You can win it; 
why not try? The Sedan will be delivered to the winner, or 
winner may have the full cash value ($1,195.00) ! 


SOLVE THIS PUZZLE 
21\9/3|11| 7/9|22|5|14} 


Can you make out the two words spelled by the numbers in 
the squares above? The alphabet is numbered, A is 1. B is 2, 
ete. What are the two words? Send your answer today—not a 
cent of cost to you now or later. 


$305 for Promptness 


I will also give away a Chevrolet Coach, Orthophonie Vic- 
trola and many other valuable Prizes—besides hundreds of 
dollars in Cash—and $305.00 Special Extra Prize for Prompt- 
ness. First Prise winner willreceive $1,500.00 cash or Buick 
Sedan and $305.00 cash. All who answer can share in cash and 
prises. In case of ties the prizes will be duplicated. EVERY- 
BODY REWARDED. Now, get out your pencil and solve the 
answer today with name and address 
WILLIAM LEROY, 
315 Se. Peoria St., Chicago, tl. 


puszlie—send your 
plainly writtea. 
Dept. 3882 


S.W. Allen of California 
made $40.80in one day’s 
“joyful work”! Hundreds 
of other men are report- 


many of them doubling 

and tripling their former 

salaries. 

Just Wear This FREE Ca 

Jast wear this beautiful hand tailored FREE RAIN- 
PROOF Cap. When your friends see it, nine out of ten will 
want one like it. They can’t resist the Rain Proof idea— 
it’s so new and unique. You ean make a splendid income in 
full or spare time. No experience is needed. “‘I haven't 
found LY man who doesn’t fall for the made-to-measure 
idea,’’ writes Chas. Horstman. ‘Sendat once for FREE Seil- 
ine Outat. Taylor Cap Mtgrs., Dept. E-5 Cincinnati,O. 


ANITA NOSE ADJUSTER will shape your 
nose to perfect proportions while you slee 
or work. Safe, painless, comfortable. Rapid, 
permanent results guaranteed 


50,000 doctors and users 
praise it as a marvelous 
invention. No metal or 
screws 


30-Day FREE TRIAL 
Send for FREE BOOKLET 


ANITA CO., 295 Anita Bidg., Newark, N. J. 


Stop Using a Truss 


Free-Trial Plapao- —Free 


STUART'S ADHESIF PLAPAO- 
PADS are surprisingly different 
from the truss — being mechanico- 
chemico applicators — self - 
adhesive purposel: to keep the 
muscle-tonic DAO” applied 
continuously tothe affectedparts, 
and to minimize painful friction 
und dangerous slipping. Me 
straps, buckles or sprit at- 
tached. Soft as veivet 

apply—inexpensive. For almost a 
quarter of a centurysatisfied dthou 


Gold Medal 
Won 1923 


to 


Awarded 


Medal sands report success withoutdelay Grand Prix 
so no subsequent 


Awarded 
Gold 


from work. Process of recove’ 
use for a truss. Awarded Gold cdal ~~" Grand 
Prix. Trial of ‘“PLAPAO” will be sent absolutely 
Write your name on coupon and send TODAY. 


PLAPAO CO., 55 Stuart Bidg., St. Louis, Mo. 


Return mail will bring Free ‘Iriai PLAPAO. 


we chatted for a half hour or so, without 
any questions on either side. 

“The remainder of the time we spent in 
Paris, my husband and I were inseparable 
companions. 
was those nights and I know he is still 
wondering where I was until four o’tlock. 
Had I been possessive and demanded to know 
where he was and why he had failed to take 
me, the chances are I would have spent 
every night alone in Paris.” 

That woman undoubtedly will make a 
success of her marriage. She realizes that 
the sense of freedom in marriage is im- 
portant, even if the freedom is not used. 
Possessiveness destroys a marriage sooner 
than anything else. Most of the trouble in 
the world comes from two clashing rights. 
Since you women have insisted upon your 
rights and we men are gradually learning 
to yield, the relationship between men and 
women should become much better. 

If we men insist upon what you women 
have every good reason to call our “anti- 
quated or oriental ideas’ we are bound to 
be licked. You women have waked up to 
the fact that you don’t have to stand for 
us any more if we are not agreeable. I 
thank Providence that such is the case. The 
world is much more cheerful, since we men 
have had to be agreeable and on our good 
behavior all the time. 


EN have always wanted women to be 
happy and in their own peculiar way 
have tried to make them so. We men today 
are no different. We want you women to be 
happy, but the trouble lies in our wanting 
you to be happy in the way we want you 
te be happy. That sounds involved but it 
isn’t half so involved as the situation itself. 
If we simply wanted you to be happy 
and let it go at that, doing nothing about 
it and permitting our good wishes to take 
the place of our well-intentioned but often 
blundering deeds, the case might be altered. 
But wishes alone do not content us. We feel 
that we should do things to make you happy. 
Yet, to have you happy is not enough. That 
by no means contents us. We insist upon 
your being happy in the way we think you 
ought to be. 

I should qualify that, perhaps. We used 
to that way, but those days of masculine 
supremacy, I am afraid, are over. Now 
we have turned a right about face and are 
trying hard to make you happy in the 
way you want to be, instead of in our way. 
But you must give us time. We men have 
to recover from a shock that traces its origin 
to the idea of the wife secluded in the 
harem. We have had to travel a long dis- 
tance in a short time to keep pace with you. 
You have changed so rapidly in recent 
years. 

You have a perfect right to be out of the 
harem. We do not disagree with you on 
that point. We look at the matter logically 
and say “Certainly, you have every right to 
express yourselves. It was wrong that men 
should ever have placed you in the harem.” 
Our masculine mind, you see, admits it all. 
We are very fair, mentally. But our mas- 
culine inheritance from our masculine fore- 
bears, who ruled their wives with an iron 
hand and made them happy in the way 
they thought they ought to be happy, 
wriggles with protest and refuses to give 
up without some show of resistance. 


E MUST have more time. We cannot 

change all our preconceived ideas in a 
day. We have already admitted you are right. 
Now we must put our admission into ac- 
tion and learn the new réle you have as- 
signed us. I am well aware that as hus- 
bands we are still inclined to infringe upon 
your natural rights as human beings. Until 
you women became so vocal that was our 
masculine privilege. Even now, although 


} 


I still don’t know where he |} 


Most Amazing 
INVENTION 


FREE MACHINE 
FOR AGENTS 


*90 


WEEKLY IN 
SPARE TIME! 


Men, here is a wonder—the most sen- 
sational invention of the age! If you're 
looking for a rapid fire seller—an item that nets you 
100° profit—an item that sells itself to 7 out of 10 
men on demenstration—l've got it in Ve-Po-Ad, the 
amazing new vest pocket adding machine! 


Sells for $2.95—You Make $1.65 


This most remarkable invention does all the work of 
a $300 adding machine, yet fits the vest pocket and sells 
for only $2.95! It sells on sight to storekeepers. busi- 
ness men, and everyone who uses Reese. —end makes you 
over 100% profit on every sale! Ve Ad does any 
kind of figuring in a jiffy, yet weichs s 4 oz. Counts 
up to a billion. Shows total visible at all times. Per- 
fectly accurate, lightning fast ‘ever makes a mistake 
er gets out of order, Over 100,000 in daily use! 


Get Your Machine FREE 


Live wire sale men are dropping everything else and 
flocking to Ve-Po-A Ve-Po-Ad brings them quick 
money and lots of c Shapiro out in California made 
$475 in one week! You can “‘clean up” too! Only 10 
sales a day in spare time will bring YOU over $95.00 
a week! You need ne previous sales experience—Ve- 
Po-Ad sells itself! If wou are really interested in earn- 
ing a steady, substantial income. write at once for full 


details of my MONEY-MAKING PLAN and FREE VE- 
PO-AD c. te new Agents. Do it NOW—T 12 


Cc. M. CLEARY, Dept, S12 
184 W. WASHINGTON ST. CHICAGO, ILL. 


Does It Create “23. 
e Right Impression 
be correct should have that ‘personal te 
d address, or if preferred, ear monogram, Should 


for 


ound only in the high 


200 Sheets 
100 Envelopes 


This stationery has the ‘‘Smart’’ Bigsie finish 
grade je papers. and you will be just roud of its found sat 
good Size of sheet 6x7, % ite onl slopes to mi 
choike of 200single or 100 double sheets folded. Pr 
1d $1.00 (west of Denver, and outside of J 5. $1.10) We pay 
postage, and we guarantee satisfaction or und your money. 
tioners, 


imperial’ Sta POBox 729, New Le 


[investigator 


Fores 
File C Stenographer- 


we recognize your right to freedom, we don't | 


really want to give it to you. Our mas- 
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Ov Clerk | Agent 


Ozment’s Instruction Bureau, Dept. 409A, St. Louis, Me. 


Send me particulars about positions marked “x” 
salaries, locations ‘How to Qualify” opportunities, 


ete 


Address. 


=| in 25 years 
nt Clans ip for 
men | 
9 Pay | 
| | Social , 
Beautify 
Your Face 
| 
| 
FREE | 
|| 


THEY can't be- 


lieve I make them 
myself because 
1 they are as smart 


as the ready 


so proud of 
his new suits 
that he says he 
has ‘the best 


made $70 sewing 
for others in the 

last few weeks.’ 
No matter where 
you live, you, too, 
learn right at home in 
spare time to plan and make 
becoming clothes and 
Ss. or earn $20 


to $40 a week at ho 
Just mail the coupon Ty we will gladly 


®% tell you all about the Woman's Institute 
and its home-study courses in Dressmaking 
and Millinery 


WOMAN'S INSTITUTE, Dept. 6-B, Seranton, Pa. 
4 Without t bil gation, please send me com ‘ 
f rmatio on aly q yme-study course in 
subject chec e ‘ 
4 Home Dressmaking Millinery 
Professional © Cooking > 
4 
q| Name 
4 (Please state whether Mra. or Miss ‘ 
‘ La } iress 4 


I Of 


Write quick for 
amazing new prop- 
osition. We offer 
$8.00 a day and a 
new Chevrolet Coach 
tor demonstrating 
and taking orders for _ 
a brand-new line 
of Comer AIl- 
Weather Top- 
coats and Rain- 
coats. Full or spare time. 


SEND NO MONEY! 


This is easy, pleasant, big-pay work. No 
capital or experience needed. We su ply 
everything you need to start mi: pa 
$8.00 a day absolutely FREE. Write now 
for outfit. No cost o1 obligation. 


Read These Amazing Records 


Stone earns $605 in 30 days; Head made 
$69 in a day; Prentiss cleared $750 in a 
month; Brooks made $161 in a week; 
Cooper says $500 a month is easy! 


COMER MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
Dept. 0-620, Dayton, Ohio 


SELL DRESS GOODS 
AND MAKE MONEY 
New Spring Samples. Fifth Avenue Fabrics. 
Dress Trimmings—Pattern Service 
SEMI-MADE DRESSES 
that almost make themselves. No experience 


needed — we show you how. Reserve your 
samples. WRITE TODAY. Dept. SS2 


Princess Silk Mills, 244 Fifth Avenue, New York 


Slim Ankles Dainty, 
$1.00 a Pair! Feet 


He nderer adorabt *—and smaller 


fies 4 wear, thing 
COM ETE SELF TREAT. 


No 
“POOT- YOUTH LABORA 
1548 Belmont Ave. Dept. 3-B, Chicago, Ul. 


| bad. Those in Paul’s 


I believe most of us are coming to recog- 
nize that it is absolutely immoral for child- 
less couples to remain together if they are 
incompatible. The marriage ceremony by 
no means makes a marriage. But we can- 
not get away from the fact that we live for 
posterity. It is the children that count in 
marriage. We must consider them first. A 
great hullabaloo has been raised about the 
unfortunate children of divorce. They 
should not be deprived of the care of both 
parents and of the influence of a happy 
home life, it was said. But recently public 
opinion has been modified. All intelligent, 
sane-thinking people agree that it is just as 
bad for children to live in a home where 
the parents are incompatible and fill the air 
with unhappiness, discord and daily, domes- 
tic bickerings, as it is for them to be the 
children of divorced parents. 

The ideal situation, of course, is for every 


child to have a home life of harmony, with 
two parents whose love is greater than do- 
mestic irritations. But, human nature be- 
ing what it is, we must make the best of the 
situation. We should not condemn divorce, 
but should instead try to make the neces- 
sary adjustments within marriage, so that 
two persons who married for love can con- 
tinue to live in contented companionship 
and harmony. 


\ ITH women’s freedom and the rec- 
ognition and respect of men for that 
freedom, I think the day is approaching when 
marriage will have personal freedom for its 
foundation. When that time comes, divorces 
will wane, love will be more lasting and men 
and women will be happier together. You 
women becoming free is the best thing that 
ever happened, even if we men have been 
somewhat dilatory in our yielding. 


How Bad Are High School 
Boys and Girls? 


“Prize Winning Letter “Writers 


E ARE Good!” “We Are Bad.” 
They contradict themselves, these 
High School students, so who shall 
arbitrate? When doctors disagree— 
Smart Set thought it would get th> truth 
about themselves for the young people in 
high school. Probably it did. If so the 
truth is, as might have been guessed, that 
some are good and some are bad. Every- 
thing that Robert S. Carr wrote in “Crucible 
of Youth” is true, according to the letters 
written in this contest. But Carr doesn’t 
say that everyone in his High School was 
set were no angels, 


but they were a small clique among the 


| whole student body. 


| 


| 


In general that is what these letter writers 
say. Although Phyllis H. Marshall of Phila- 
delphia, who wins the first prise, makes no 
reservations. “We're a brainless lot. We're 
jazz crazy,” she writes and does she add, 
“Some of us are good”? She does not. 
Read her letter, which obviously is sincere, 


|and see then what you think. 


VERY way we turn we hear the ques- 

tion, “What is wrong with this younger 
generation?” Something is wrong, but are 
we trying to correct our faults? We are 
not. 

We are a brainless lot of jelly-fish so far 
as morals are concerned and as for having 
intelligence enough to do the right thing, 
we are empty-headed. We credit ourselves 
with sense enough to distinguish right from 
wrong but we don’t do anything about it. 

The only pride we have is in doing the 
thing that is a little more extreme than the 
other fellow. 

We're jazz crazy, thrill mad! We won't 
be taught by the experiences of others; we 
must find out for ourselves 

Our parties aren't chaperoned any more 
because the former chaperon is off some- 
where kicking up her heels to the latest 
dance hit. 

The first judge who sends a crowd of 
pleasure seeking joy riders to jail will be 
our deliverer. 

We know we won't learn much good in 
a night club—but we don’t spend that eve- 
ning in night school where we know we 
would learn something. No indeed! There 
isn’t the thrill about 
about booze. 

We're jazz crazy and we aren’t offering 
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books that there is 


an excuse. There are reasons though, and 
they’re thrills, thrills, thrills! 


Leslie Marsh, Oakland, Calif., winner of 
the second prize, is cerigin “we are not 
bad.” Does that mean that in the West 
young people are not as “bad” as they are 
in the effete East? “We are honest and 
frank,” writes Leslie. “We face facts and 
we have ideals.” Here is her letter: 


AM a high school girl and I say we 

are not bad. The bunch I go with is, 
I think, a typical one, and we are happy, 
healthy, normal boys and girls. 

We may be noisy and slangy and col- 
legiate in dress and manners, and give the 
impression of recklessness—mostly a pose 
which apparently is expected of us—but 
underneath I think we compare favorably 
with former generations. We work hard 
and play hard, are honest and loyal and 
frank and don’t blush over things unmen- 
tionable a generation ago. We face facts 
and we have ideals, in spite of short skirts 
and painted lips. Beauty is only skin deep 
and so is rouge. 

Few of the boys in our crowd smoke 
and none of the girls, though most of them 
have tried it, but the boys disapprove, and 
drinking is taboo 

We are representative of the age in which 
we live, but I think we face life in a finer, 
more courageous way than ever before. 
You might be surprised to hear us alone 
earnestly discussing our problems, nor do 
we lack dreams of romance, or, failing that, 
a career, or both. 

Don’t condemn us until you know us. 


The third prise goes to Calvin T. Ryan, 
of Mt. Pleasant, lowa. Mr. Ryan is not 
a high school student but, as he is an 
instructor, he is thrown into close contact 
with boys and girls. He agrees that they 
are both good and bad, which on the whole 
seems only reasonable. “We can find ma- 
terial on both sides of the question,” he 
says. “Hence it is a good debate.” Ob- 
viously Mr. Ryan has a logical mind and 
kindly tolerance. In part he writes: 


HAVE been following your articles and 
stories of modern youth with more than 
casual interest. My answer to the question 
of their comparative morality is that we 
can find evidence on either side. Mr. Carr’s 
story, stripped of its fiction technique, is 


| ‘All My Friends 
@ Admire My 
Clothes 
| 
\j LY, 
Coach 
— f) 
~ 


$1.00 to $7.0co Per Hour for 
Your Full or Spare Time 


can sell the finest tailoring in 
ica at a price which means big profits 
to you, you need the Leonard Line. Feat 
siyard and a third dispiay lengths. The ki 
jof fine hand tailoring clothes bankers, law- 
yers, business men wear Special impor 
|wooiens Uniess you can sell 150 — 
& season don't write. Leonard Custo 
jTaliors, 12th Floor, Leonard - Building. 
jCincinnati, Ohio 

$1000 Profit in 6 weeks by “Miller.” New, 
Amazing Cleaner. Cleans Everything 250 
profit. Sample free. Bestever Products Co., 
4325W Irving Park, Chicago, Ill 
| POLMET POLISHING CLOTH.—< 
als, gets enthusiastic attention, sells fast 
yl 5c; sample free. F.C. Gale Co., 99 Edin- 
boro St., Boston, Mass 

New Household Device washes, drie 
dows, sweeps. cleans walls, scrubs, mops. Costa 
jless than-brooms. Over profit. Harpers, 
1530 Third St., Fairfield, low: 

Clear $75-$100 weekly orders 
for Peerless made-to-measure, rain 
caps—aisé famous Aero caps. $1.00 profit— 
$2.50 sale. Outfit Free. Peerless Co., Dept. 
N-85, Covington, Ky 


if you can show America's™ finest; “Agents $240 month and auto to travel/ 
line of dresses, coats and lingerie, we willin Bonus besides Introduce new 
show you how to make $25 to $125 a week.'guaranteed hosiery for men, women, 


Style book and details free Write Har-\dren 126 styles, colors. Beats store prices 
tora Frocks, 215 Walnut Street. Indian-|\Guaranteed to wear 7 months or new hose . 
Ind (A subsidiary of Real Silk /ifree Finest line Silk Hosiery you ever name and address Salesology Magazine, 
Hotery Mills.) New sales plan Credit given Spare Dearborn, Desk thicago tit 
ime satisfactory Write for samples | — 


ng Salesmen: Selling Simpson’ 
new $23.50 pure virgin wool suits, topcoats; 
commissions in advance; exclusive territory, 
big outfit 175 sumples Free. J. B. Simpson, 
843 Adams, Dept. 1454, Chicago, In. 

| Free Want Ad Catalogue No. 33, over 
1,000. publications. Many combination offers. 
Publishers rates, place anywhere. Brinckere 
hoff, Inc., 37 W. Van Buren, Chicago, Ill 


Write for Free Samples. Introduce Chief- 


Business of your own! Proved earnings . 

$65.00 week. Large company established 1887 knit Hosiery Co., Dept. 835, Greenfield, 
supplies all capital. Wonderful opportunity for 10 | 
men of unquestioned standing in their com- Women Representatives’ Wanted. Ne 
munity. No traveling. Not stocks, insurance |invention prevents shoulder straps valipping No 
or books. Write giving age. and past business more discomfort. Women adore it. Write for 
experience Fairbanks, Dept. 12-B, Oakley particulars and free offer Lingerie ““V"’ Com-} 
& Wabansia Ave.. Chicago jpany. 5 Lake St., North Windham, Conn 


"10 Book Library 10c. Amazing Bargain| New lines just out. Everything in} 
to jnterest new friends in Pathfinder Magazine. |hosiery, underwear and Rayon lingerie for 


‘ol ins encyclopedia of weekly events (men, women, children Beautiful, irre- 

Money making Stories, Humor,isistible Catalog and Samples now ready tain’ Guaranteed Silk, Broadcloth, Work Shirts, 

News, Pictu Send one dime for 10 books.|New special big money pians. Cash bonus No capital or experience needed Your Pay 

Pathfinder y wm. Dept Ww ashington, D cL service awards, rapid promotion. No capital | Daily Mont hly bonus extra Cincinnati 
Agents $240 month Bonus besides needed Choice territories going Rush Shirt Co.. Shop 2062, Cincinnati a ‘ 


200,000 agents looking for something to 


reply to World's Co. t12 
Mic sell. You can start mail order agents business 


Introduce finest line silk hosiery Guaran- 
teed 7 months. We furnish auto and give|“@ke St.. Bay City. 


you fine silk hosiery for your own use. Fam-| Don't worry with ai profits and un- | nspare time. We spent lifetime learning bow. 
jes furnished Write quick Betterknit known articles! Backed by tremendous na- Have just written correspondence course 
extile Co. Sitk 435, Greenfield, Ohio tional advertising. hundreds of Nogar aslesmen| plains every thing about starting your own busi- 


ner ‘are making $500 to $1,000 monthly Right Now .000 words boiled down to facts. 


EVERY DAV! World's longest wearing suits, $12.50. Amasz-| 
Work Shirts, Flannels, Overalis, Pants, Leather ~ weer big. 
Coats, Sweaters, Playsuits. $10-$25 daily! certain ‘ ri ay or Free t 
portance unnecessary. Big Outfit FREE! Nim- M starting instructions ‘ iy Clothing 

.Dapt 58, 4922-28 Lincoin Ave., Chicago.|M‘. Co.. Dept. CS-2, ‘Reading, 


$1.00 We ship complete course 
|C.O.D. for $2.98, postpaid. Money retentee if 
or: We made good. Will you? 
Lincoln Place, Brooklyn, N. ¥ 
South American work. 


TO SQUARE-DEAL 


— -| “Men, get Forest Ranger job; $125-$200 ver cumpanies. Good pay. 
1 week fi... month and home furnished; permanent, bunt, ADVERTISERS ONLY enses paid. South American Service Bureau, 
an overcoats at $23.50 and $3150. trap. For details, write Norton, 276| We refuse over $3.000 worh of questionadle| 14,600 Alma, Detroit, Mich. _ 
commissions. Extra Bonus for producers Large| Pe™mple Court, Denver, Colo, jadvertising every month nt Earn Money at Home, Full or Spare 
swatch samples free. W. Z. Gibson, Inc., 500)” Punchboard Salesmen Take Notice. New), ut / you do business on the basis of “satisfac-\time. Oil Paint Photos. New Method. Easily 
Throop St. Dept. P-672, Chicngo \fascinating game xeitement.” Can be used or mone = ines address| Mastered. Highly Profitable. Oil Paint Out- 
Free Cap and Great New 1928 Rain-|2!! states. $200 weekly easy.” One |publishere ClassUted East 46ch St. Free. Steady employ Free Book. 
~ leales talk. Pay daily ‘cigar Stores Novelty "ictorial Art _ Stud jos, Ine 93 Broadway, 

Proof Cap Line! Made-to-measure. Dept. P, Peoria, ‘ork 


est styles $20.00 daily $100 _ profit 
$2.85 sale. Excellent side line. C Agents; 500% Profit Vice Samples Gold), zing New Glass Cleaner you! “Agents — Sensational Profits taking 
Caps. Dept. B-1, Cincinnat!, Ohio [Sign Letters for Stores and office windows.|%!5 ® day sure! ang windows, window-\orders for Taylor made-to-measure, ra'n- 
- ily applied re shields, show cases, etc., without water, 808P)-ang and women's hats. $75 to $100 weekly 
Ladies make $15.00 « day introducing Metatite Letter Co., 431 N. Clatk, Chicago.|0F chamois. No muss. Easily demonstrated |Commission in advance. We deliver outfit free. 
new “Christmas Eve delightful French|Sctatlte & . } Housewives, motorists, garages, stores, insti- Taylor Cap Manufacturing Co. Desk E-10 
Ounce bottle worth $7.85 You! NewInvention bea acuum sweeper and tutions buy on sight. Write for Special In-| Gincinnath Ohio % 
sell it for $1.25 Make 50c on each salejall its attachments Electricity unnecessary.|troductory Offer Jiffy Glass Cleaner Co.. - - 


Write for full particulars or send $1.25 for/All sens. $2.95. Over Pate prone Mor-|} 1661 Monmouth, Cincinnati, O SCHOOLS 
ire., Grimes St sirfield wa Earn $86.00 weekly Fashion 
Sorel, Parfumers, 55 | Saleswomen, Salesmen make big money,|Frocks for women. Big line new styles at Home Study and Resident 
New York. —.jtaking orders for our beautiful Dress Goods,'tactory prices Big advance commissions.| ——— 
Ss. 00 daily ‘selling colored Raincoats ‘and silks, Wash Fabrics. Handkerchiefs, Hosicry. No experience necessary. New plan! Fashion| Learn Piano by dar in 90 days—Make 
Slickers, Red, Biue, Green, etc., 295. Hat cy Goods National Frocks, Inc., Dept M-100, © incinnati, Ohio jmoney, be =. 
Free. Pay daily. Outtit Free. Eiiiott Brad-|Importing Co., Dept Broadw —|—-No notes to rite 
; Old estab. ‘mig. co. gives you credit; 
tey, 361 VanBuren. Dept. Chicago Be a Real Estate Expert. $5,000-$15,000/starts you in business (city or country) selling 
+ America’s Greatest Tallorina Line Free! yearly Experience unnecessary i'll teach 185 widely known houschold necessities. Pe 
130 large Sw: .ch Samples—Al!! Wool—Tailored|you everything. Connect you with ng chain! manent business ; steady customers; Pa | Girls wanted for stage. Big pny. 
to Order—Un'on Mac lof real exper’s FREI profits. MeConnon, Dept TH2, Winona, Minn |Learn home in 
pak outfit at once. Address Dept. 306. Good-|booklet Nationa ea state institute) —— time. Costs only a few cents a ay. 
844 W. Adams. Chicago. |Dept. 500. Fort Smith, Ark Advercising Agency. Write for free booklet. Veronine Veat- 
000.00 Given. Cash Prizes.| Great neckwear line now free! Features direct selling, mail-order and poultry advertis- York. 72nd Street, 
350 persons—men, women, boys, giris.;\fnest quality meckwear at factory prices. ing ‘rvice circular and catalog on request.|— N —— 
who send me their names get prizes—from'Collect big commissions daily Write for No Dull Times Sellina F — | Men 18 up. $1700-$2700 y A? al 
$5.00 to $2,000 8590 00 extra for|FREE tie offer and FREE outfit. Nawco| Fed ood. $3 000 Che City Mail Carriers. Common education 
promptness. Horse Wyoming. man| Neckwear, Desk B-125, Covington, Ky ra nee cent. W rite immediately for full partic 
won $1,735.00. W aan in Ciaysvitte, Pa...) Why work for others? Employ agents needed: guaranteed sales: unsold goods may |-ranklin Inst., Dept. T90, Rochester, N 


won $1,000.00. I make this offer becaus’| yourself. Make your own products, Toilet|t L Ei icity in Los Angeles. Tech- 
returned We furnish you with sample! earn Electricity in Los Angeles. ech- 
I want to send everyone who answers this/irticies, household specialties, etc. * 500%\case, license and Free Sampls for customers|"ical practical training qualifies you for respon~ 


an absolutely free Valuable booklet free. Nat'l Scientific jsible position. School established 1905. Ap- 
— a aboratories, 1925-W_ Broad, Richmond, "Pure. Food | proved by electrical industry 17,000 successful 

Just say “How. can get a prise? G. L| Pree: Wholesale Speciaity Catalog, (Archer. < Figueres, 

Culver, Room 9, 500 North Dearborn &t peewee best sellers from many parts of the; $1,000 "00 Reward if this is not the great- -| oat 

Chicago. world. M any, pore and office articles listed./est money-making house to house Proposit ic Men, become Forest Rangers; $125- $200 

|Sporss Impt Lesueur Center, Minn lever known. N.R.G. tablets wash clothes month and home furnished: permanent, hunt, 
Sell beautiful ‘Style shir = <a | h, trap, ete. For details, write Norton, 76 


fsa, 

fy Sell Men's Suits (extra trousers in 10 minutes rubbing. Free Sampies 

— ‘$50 first week free) for $16.95 $90 a week for you, also|N 2 Supcrior, Chicago Temple Court. Denver. Colo. 
time. $100 weekly full time easy. Seiling|tallored pants. $3.95, ($5.00 value).@ Big)” Sell by Mail! Spare lime. big Profits.| W oman—Care for invalid, fine homes 


outfit Free. H ward Shirts, 1219 Van Buren, — commission’. Both sample outfits free Books,* Noveities, Burgains Read Made your vicinity 21 weekly if willing to take 
10. Cc “hicag “lif you write quick, Tru « Fit, A_Broad-|Circular Service 48-pa ag ‘a Free.|home training course in nursing. Winthrop 
— wey, New York IM Elfco, 525 8. Dearborn Street, “Chicago Nurse Service, D6206 Winthrop, Chicago 


Why not sell us your spare time? $2.00) ______ _- 
an $19.70 full time In-| Quick Cleanup. for Live Agents! Amazing 512 page book— ‘Safe Counsel,’ Men Forest Ranger 
troduce ‘12 months Guaranteed Hosiery |!n on this craze for Colonial rugs sweeping coun-|eelis the truth about sex. Explains the Laws of rete ort $125 month; cabin and vacation. Patrol 
—47 styles, 39 colors, for men, women, chii-/try. Every housewife buying. Agents earning|the Love-life. Scores of intimate subjects.|the forests; protect the game. Write Mokane, 
Gren, including latest to the Top’|$!00 weekly. Bettermade Puritan rugs sell chapters, 121 illustrations. Send no money| Dept. M-44, Denver, Colo 

H 


ose. No capital or experience half store prices. Big commissions advanced./_write for'a copy. We'll send our regul: ar| Big Pay Jobs open in Automotive field. 
needed. We furnish samples. Silk hose for|Write for offer. No obligation. Puritan)s4.90 Gift Edition. Pay postman only $1.98,! lnenee how on real equipment with real shop 


our own use FREE. New Plan. Macochee Rug Co., 552 South Street, Waltham, Mass./pjus postage upon arrival. Satisfaction guaran-|tools in eight weeks. Satisfaction gunran- 

osiery Co., Road 9282, Cincinnati, O — jteed. Catalog Free. J s Smith Co., 800 N |teed. Write quick for special tuition offer 
4 25 Cents for a $1.00 Pocket C t. 4700 lincluding board and fare. McSweeney 

iF IT'S NOT HERE WRITE US! Lighter nq learn how to make $10.00 ufacturer offers|Auto Schools. Dept. 21-B, Cleveland, O. a 


Here t @ new service for the conventence of 24 Sells on sight. Particulars jyou opportunity to make extra money spare 

our readers. If you are took ng for certain yon ed Rapid Manufacturing Co., 799C Broadway, time, experience unnecessary No seiling.|* Men- Women 18-50, quality for Forest 
listed below, write P.C.S. Information Dept.,\Ne¥ Yor ‘a World Mig ‘Co. 346 6th “Aven New York./Ranger, Ry. Mail Clerk, Special Agents, other 


wool,|Govt. Positions, $140-$200 month: write In- 


9 Bast 46th St., New York. For each ttem to be| Wom Earn $3-$6 an Display; DISTRICT SALESMAN 
investigated, please enclose 10c. to cover cost of beautiful Fifth Ave. dresses to friends. Fac-lunion Made suits, overcoats, $23.50. Liberai|struction Bureau. Dept. 137, St. Louis. Mo. 
postage. tory prices. Cash commissions in advance./udvance commission, bonus. Write for large|~ Earm $25 Weekly. Spare Time, Writing 
Men's We Pleasant work. Exp. unnecessary. Write)/PREE outfit. O. W. Harvey, Box 00, Chicago.|for Newspapers, Magazines; exp. unnecessary, 
Belts, Collars, Gloves, Handkerchiets, Lumber| Fifth Ave. Styles, Dept. 1002, Scranton, Pa ic opyright Book “How to Write for Pay” 
Jackets, MufmMiers, Pajamas, Siippers.| “Wake Big Money the DISTRICT MANAGERS |Free! 1307 Press Fnstitute, St. Louis, Me. 
Shoes, Underwear | only firm that guarantees shipment of ge Producing Managers who know good “Men—Get Ra ‘itway Mail Clerk or Fo 
44> uine Tailored-te-Measure Clothing within| tailoring and genuine value, write or wire for| R er Job with Government $i2 acto} 
Auto Tires, Carburetors, Jimmers, Gas Savers 10 days after receipt of order. Complete/information. All wool and pure worsted su anes Permanent, hort hours. Write Warren 
ear View Mirrors, ‘Tire Patches, Pliers.i$23 50 and $29.50 lines. Big commissions.|and topcoats at $18.75 with $3.75 to 600 Colorado Bidg., Denver. Colo 
Wrenches, Auto Polish, Spark Plugs, Trouble/The style- Center Tailoring Co., Dept. B-20,|man and 7% to manager. Outfits free. One of | 
Light Seufts Cincinnati, Obio largest Amar We are in touch with the best and most reliable 
Stuffs 7 ey Cvery garmen an y es |schools in America 
Canned Goods, aby \22nd Street New York | Jf you are interested tn art, elece 


business 
loves, Rubber Rugs, Cushions, Finest shirt line in America with \tricity, radio, aviation, or any kind of bus 
Asb Receivers, Tnitialed B Biola Suit Hangers,|ments, Gloves rani values.|best selling outfit. Big doubled swatches. training, we will help you find what you want. 


ete Bi rofits Best 

Pencils, Wa tches old bag. at ubber Center jOvtits free. Prices and commission arrange-| Please enclose 10c. 10 cover cost of postage and 
Brushes, Fire Me Fluids,|weekly easy. Credit given. Write quick forj/ments right! Send full information about )receive advice of prominent school expert. Joo 
Mothproof Bags. Meche killing Liquid. Paints,|territory, Catalog and Free Outfit Offer|yourself and your record.  Confidentiat dress School Dept., P.CS., 9 Bast 46th 
Vacuum Cleaners, Window Washe. |Kristee Mig. Co., 92 Bar St., Akron, Obio. |Sales Mgr., 20 West 22nd Street, New York 

Kitchen “yoy 
Aluminum Cleaner, Can Openers, 

Women's Wear 


Aprons, Coats, Sanitary 
omen's Speciaities 
Hostery Jewelry, Sanitary Goods 
Dishes, Linens. Nursery Stack 


MONEY-MAKINGz 
DEPARTMENT 


J 


Are you afraid you 
will be fired ? 


RE you sitting on the anxious bench wonder 
ing what will happen to you if business 
slacks up? Are you one of the many small- 
salaried, untrained workers who are always the 
first to go when employers start cutting the 
salary list? 
Why have this spectre of unemployment 
hanging over you all the time? Why not 
decide today that you are going to make 
yourself so valuable to your employer that 
he can't get along without you ? 
You can do it if you really want to, right at 
home in spare time, through the International 
Correspondence Schools. In just an hour a day 
you can get the special training that you must 
have if you are ever going to get—and heep— 
a real job at a real salary 
ambitious, aren't you? And you 
want to get ahead Then don't turn this 
page until you have clipped the coupon, 
marked the line of work you want to follow 
and mailed it to Scranton for full particulars. 
Surely it is worth at least a two-cent stamp to 
find out all about the I. C. S. and what it can 
do for you. 
Mail t the Coupon for r Free Booklet 
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE. SCHOOLS 


he Universal University’ 
Box 6261-K, Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obligation, please send me a cony of 
your booklet, “Who Wins and Why,” and full | 
about the course before which I have marked 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 


You're 


Business Management hip 
} Industrial Management Advertising 
Personnel Organization tter Letters 


Trafic Management 
jBusiness Law 
and Finance I 
Management Service 
Accountancy (including C.P.A.){_) Railway Mail Clerk 
}Cost Accounting {} Common School Subjects 
Bookkeeping igh School Subjects 
vate Secretary Ul 


() French Cartooning 


Spanish 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
Flectrieal Engineer 


Blueprints 
Contractor and Builder 
\rchitsctural Draftsman 


l E g neer 
Chemistry 0 Pharmacy 
1 Engine Automobile Work 

Surveying and Airplane Engines 


Metallurgy Mi griculture and Poultry 


Steam Engineering Oo Hadio Mathematics 
city State... 


Neeupation 


If you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the pigne, 


tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, M 


He Makes 


« CENTRAL STATES MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
Dept. B-56 500 Mary Av St. Louis, Mo. 


very likely true. 


the middle 


ing facts, an 


that we can 


feel sure too that both 
western university girls are writ- one of the one 
illustration of the 


statement 


hence it is a good debate. 


Because one 
doesn't make it 
the man who 


morally than 


With more 
biles; yes, with 


find material on both sides; ditions: 
age is different from another AM a High 
any worse. I can’t see that better nor worse than the 
drinks today is any worse 
the man who drank yesterday. smoking, but quit because 
money, with more automo- kick out of it, and 
more high schools and more ™ade fun of me 


students attending 


to conclude 
greater than 
wickedness in 


ent time than 
ago. But the 


Personally 


that 


it ever 
United States at the pres 
was a hundred years 
ratio of wickedness has never 
been figured, and probably never will be. 
For those who want to be bad, there are 
many opportunities 
want to be good, 
ties. This situation 
I am 


the 


and girls. They 


decent lot. 


old story 
for him the 


The 


always been in bad. 


questionable lot. 


bov; it still 


tion needs is better parents to show them 
be 


how to 
better. 


Fern Me- 
Candless, of 
M ont icello, 
A rk holds 
no brief for 
the purity of 
the young 
people now 
attending 
school. “Two- 
thirds of 
them go on 
wild parties. 
We're not 
really bad.” 
According to 
Fern it’s just 

surface 
deviltry.” 
She writes: 


WO- 
thirds of 
the High 
School stu- 
dents smoke 
and drink 
and go on 
wild parties 
Oh, we know 
it isn’t right! 
But we have 
the name, so 


why not have 
bad. Our dev 


the old folks 
are not a bit 


Is 


the 


iltry 


storm 
better. 


there 


are, 
“modern generation” has Sure, 
It is getting to be an 
Even Horace complained of it; 
“modern generation” was a_ it, that when they 
it was when I was a_ ticularly bad, we get 
about a little 
every day high school boy and girl? 


So 
What the modern genera- How 


them, it is only 


offered. 


hasn't changed 
for the 


logical I've had one good 


quantity of evil is ‘'t Was sure rotten 


was. There is more 


For those who with a kind of 


modern boys 
for the most part, a Sang. 
I know 


game ? 
is just surface stuff. And 
at us so! But they 


T HE ‘WINNERS 


Girst “Prize, $15, “Phyllis Ge. Marshall, 
“Philadelphia, “Pa. 

Second ‘Prize, $10, Leslie Marsh, Oak- 
land, Calif. 

‘Prize, $5, Calvin *R yan, 

eMt. ‘Pleasant, lowa. 

Gen $1 “Prize Winners 

Lewis Browder, Los Angeles, Calif. 

(Christie Gtalas, “Portage, “Pa. 

Pern McCandless, Monticello, cArk. 

Normajean Streevey, Columbus, Ohio 

eMay Weir Kilgour, “Detroit, eich. 

Beatrice Glearns, Santa Cruz, Calif. 

eMiller, “Dorchester, eWass. 

yeas eM. Sommerfield, Goledo, Ohio 

Lola eA. Clark, 

William (Cocker, 


@Chird 


“Bowie, Oexas 


“Philadelphia, “Pa. 


We're not really 
country with 

be other than the 
Why, if I were down girls we want to be. 


and out I'd far rather ask help from any pigs so close to our 


member of our 
parents And 
bad! And we 
them different 

But at heart 


arrive yet 
even wisdom 


we know them 
with this knowledge 
went 
iacts, 
and we'll 


our fathers 
unwholesome 
altogether ; 
believe we'll 
standing. 


Here is a letter from Lewis Browder, a 

school boy who knows 

|“All about dissipation,” and who “is no 
144 


Los Angeles 


set 
then, 
don’t take the trouble to tell 


we're 


We're 


We 


be 


high 


a good lot, and we'll 
gaining knowledge; and 
have sipped at forbidden 
wines and played with forbidden fires, and 
for what they are 
we'll go straighter than 
We won't 
refuse to face them of youth is in our blood. 
shoot square. And I We have dreams. We 
kinder and more 


weaken our 
bother you, 
and gin drinks 


And you teachers. 


Armed meet us as one 
you parents who sit 


sugar-coat We aren't bad We 


your sympathy 
of knowing 
instead of trying to 


under- 


fend ourselves against 


better or worse than the 
dollar 
should. be an authority 


School 


I know all about dissipation, too. 
didn’t get any 


there’s 


road-houses 


moral 
apparently, 


You are out to get the 
to look after our morals. 

Can't you forget your 
in a while, and 
another? And 
judgment upon us! 
youns—the song 
fe have energy. 
your help and 
When you assume the pose 
when you scold 
understand our 1928 
helping us to 


everlasting dignity once 
friend 


everything— 


methods of living, you 
assume the sophisticated air we wear to de- 
an unbelieving world. 


verage.” He is 


winners and 
present con- 


and neither 
average. 
I tried 


of the crowd 


bootleg, and 


never want another. 
Me for the old soda fountain. 

We date up the girls 
I'll have to admit I have 
I’m just with the fellows. 

The girls we go out with never try any 
sex appeal on us. They 
“touch me 
there are also opportuni- gives a man an awful 
though, a girl turns out to be 2 g00d scout, 
and then we treat her just like one of the 


> in awhile, br 
more fun when 


generally sit there 
not” air, that 


Sometimes 


little group of 
sheiks and shebas who pull some raw stuff. 
But they’re only a small minority. Why is 
put on something par- 
the blame for it? 


for the old, 


“We aren't 
bad at all,” 
writes May 
Weir Kilgour, 
of Detroit, 
Mich. Andif 
the kids are 
bad, she says, 
“it’s the old- 
er generation 
who is to 


thesis, 
she makes 
out rather a 
good case as 
her letter 
proves: 


E aren't 

bad at 
all! But 
you of the 
older genera- 
tion, who are 
forever shak- 
ing your 
heads at our 
apparently 
wild episodes, 
are to blame 
for any real 
harm we 
may do. You 
hard - faced 


members of the older generation pepper the 
that tempt us 
, decent boys and 
open your blind 
schools that we 
than from one of our must pass them every day and there help 
they expect us to be to 


It doesn’t 


hand whiskey 
to innocent boys and girls. 
almighty dollar, not 


hlame.’”’ On 
4 


He is 
rs and 
con- 


neither 


I tried 
ret any 
crowd 


and 
nother. 


ile, 
when 


ry any 
t there 
r, that 
netimes 
| scout, 
of the 


up of 
stuff 
Vhy is 
par- 

old, 


aren’t 
all,” 
May 
‘gour, 
troit, 
ind if 
are 
says, 
old- 
ition 


“Prevents light hair from darkening ... brings back true 
golden beauty to faded or darkened hair 


HE loveliest blonde hair is sure to harsh chemicals. Fine for scalp. Leaves 
hair soft, silky, fluffy. Now used by a 


darken and fade as years go by— 
unless given special care. million blondes. Sold and recommend- 
ed by good drug and department stores 


Blondex, the new shampoo for ug al 
blondes only, is especially adapted to everywhere. Get it today. 


| the delicate texture of light hair. It not : 
only prevents darkening or fading, but FREE —Trial Offer ; 
in a safe, natural way brings back the For a generous Free trial package of Blondex 
mail coupon—or send a postal—Now! Swedish 
original golden gleam. Shampoo Laboratories, Dept. 32,27 West 20th 
| Blondex is not a dye. Contains no Street, New York City. 
Swedish Ch. 
Swedish Shampoo Laboratorie 
ept. 32,27 West 20th Se ories, 
BLONDEX | | 
‘ ease send me a free rr}. ' 
i inden he a free trial package of | 
The Blonde Hair Shampoo {Name 
Address 
City 
Stare 
i 


Way to shampoo bl 

| 


Wy 
“David Belasco’s advice + 
impressed me” 


Said Walter J. Leather to Joyce 
Todd ‘as they started for an all-day 
motor jaunt through the Berkshires. 


David Belasco, 


dean of the American Theatre, writes: 


“The voice is to the actor what the chisel is to the 

_ sculptor. He must beware of dulling its qualities. 
‘ Naturally I am vitally concerned about the voices 
| of my players, so I always advise the one cigarette 
that I discovered many years ago that does not im- 
pair control of the subtlest vocal shadings or cause 
huskiness or harshness. I mean the ‘Lucky Strike.’ 


It is the player’s best friend.” 


| Che 


“It’s toasted” 


No Throat Irritation-No Cough. 
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